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Your Lordship’s 

Gratefully obliged, 
and most obedient Servant, 

K. F. HODGSON. 



PREFACE. 


If there be any work which requires for its 
justification a few 2n'cliniinary words from the Au- 
thor to the reader, it is perha2)s pre-eminently one 
of translation; for it is his business to apprize 
those who take up his book, more especially when 
the original is juxtaposed to its rendering in ano- 
ther language, what his concejition was of the 
best mode of giving the written thoughts of a 
denizen of one land in the common tongue of that 
of another. He must say, then, whether he has 
endeavoured to attain his object, by translating 
the words, or by transfusing the ideas. 

It may not be superfluous to note (although the 
matter be in nowise offered as enhancing the 
difficulties of the translator’s task in this instance,) 
that the French language presents, by its construc- 
tion, as any, one will find who attempts to render 
it elegantly and idiomatically, and at the same 
time literally, into any other tongue, singular 
obstacles to the giving at once the exact translation 
nfthe words, and the exact meaning of the text; and it 
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is pei’haps this pecnliarity which, acting reversely, 
causes the Fx'ench themselves to be, as a nation, 
the worst translators in Europe. The philological 
fact above mentioned was first pointed out by the 
very master of English, Geofiry Chaucer, himself 
a great translator both from French and Italian; 
and he so despairs of arriving at exactitude in the 
correspondence of expressions, that ho says at last: 

Let then Clerkes (men of learning) enditen 
“ in Latin, for they have the propertie of sciencs 
“ and the knowing in that facultie ; and lette 
“ Frenchmen in their French also enditen their 
" queint terms, for it is kindely to their mouthes ; 
“ and let us shewe our fantasies in such words as 
“ wee learneden of our dames’ tongue.”* 

But tlie opinion of this great authoidty being in 
due time, and as was natural, disregarded, Lord 
lierrKJJ’s (A. D. 1525) executed his great transla- 
tion of Fi’oissart; and some years afterwards tlie 
unknown author of the folio, dedicated to Lord 
Burleigh, of Philippe dc Comines’ Memoirs in Eng- 
lish, offered another instance of daring literality. 
I need hardly say that both these have been 
supersededf by later translations in which more 
attention has been paid to the meaning, and less to 


Prologue to the Testament of Love* 
t Johzi€S Froissart’s Memoirs of Philip de Comines, edition of 
1823, and two previous editions. 
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the actual words of the text, nor would it be diffi- 
cult to cite chronological instances sliowing the con- 
viction, growing witli years, that this is the principle 
on which to deal with French prose ;* until to cite 
a modern instance, we reach the elegant transla- 
tion of the works of Augustin Thierry, executed 
anonymously, but certainly one of the best render- 
ings from the French extant in our language. 

Supposing then tliis principle to have been 
established in the case of Fjcnch prose, shall I 
find any one ready to dispute my right of applying 
it to French poetry? For whereas Prose may be 
defined as consisting of words and their meaning, 
so must Poetry be described as words, and their 
meaning, and something more. 

It is that something more which makes poetry ; 
it is the idea of the poet which Jiangs, like odour 
round a rose, about his work, and this being lost, 
— if it wore in any sort possible to dissever it 
from the words he has sung, they must pass out 
of their high class in literature into some other, 
and rank either as bad prose or pure nonsense. 

Now there is only one way in which that dis- 
severance can be effected, and that is by putting 
those words literally into another language: the 
experiment is easily tided, and let those therefore 


* As Cotton’s Commentaries of Blaise de Moutlue, an admirable 
translation 1674^Motteaux’3 Rabelais, about 1700<^and so on. 
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who cloubt^ satisfy themselves. This^ I need hardly 
say, I have in my rendering necessarilJ|i|j|^dea- 
voured to avoid. Wherever the genius or the two 
languages permitted corresponding words to con- 
voy, with the chariU of rhythm and diction, analo- 
gous ideas in poeti^y, I have been strictly literal, 
at other times I have paraphrased witli greater or 
less freedom for the preservation of the poetic 
esiro'^ of the original ; 1 have not scrupled to mask 
expressions, nor even to give the equivalent for 
thouglits which might stand out in discordance 
with English notions of good taste; and I have 
allowed myself in all this to be guided by my 
instinct as an ai'dent admirer of poetry, and, I trust, 
a capable appreciator of the genius of those whose 
works 1 have clothed in our dames’ tongue.” 

As modern French poetry is not known among 
the English to the extent it merits, the original 
pieces, printed with my translations of them, may 
give additional interest to my book, the rathe:^ 
that the work being a Miscellany gives sampl^g 
of the style of various of the best modern Writers, 
and thus it is to be hoped, will render itself the 
more generally acceptable. 
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ISoitaparte. 


SUR un ecueil battn par la va^iio plaintive, 
life nautonnier de loin voit blancJiir sur la rive 
Un l^ombeau pros du bord par Ics flots depose 5 
Le temps n’a pas encor bruni Fetroite pierre, 
Et sous le vert tissu de la ronce et du lierre 
On distingue... un sceptre brise ! 


Ici git... point de nom !...demandez a la terre ! 

Ce nom ? il est inscrit en sanglaiit caractere, 

Des bords du Tanais au sommet du Cedar, 

Sur le bronze et le marbre, et sur le sein des braves, 
Et j usque dans le cceur de ces troupeaux d’esclaves 
>inil fouloit trexnbiants sous son char. 
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On a lone rock, where mournful surges roar, 

By waves heaved up, and gleaming on tlie shore 
A distant tomb attracts the seairian’s eyes ; 

Time has not yet the narrow stone decayed. 

And ’neath the brambles and the ivy’s shade 
A broken sceptre lies ! 


No name is seen — but of the world demand 
Prom Borodino’s banks to Syria’s land 
That name — ’tis stamped in bloody deeds of war— 
On bronze, and stone, on breasts of warriors brave 
And in the trembling heart of every slave 
He crushed beneath his car. 
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Depuis les deux grands noms qu’ulf siecle an siecle annonce, 
Jamais nom qu’ici-bas tonte laiiguc proiionc.e 
Sur Fade do Ia'4‘oudre aussMoin ne vola. 

Jamais d’aucun mortel le pied qu’un souffle efface 
N’irnprima sur la terre une plus forte trace ; 

Et ce pied s’est arrete la 


11 ost la !..,sous trois pas uu enfant le mesure ! 
Son ombre ne rend pas mcme nii leger murrniire, 
Le pied d*uu euuomi foiilo on paix son corouoil. 
Sur CO front foiidroyant le moucheron bourdonno, 
Et sou ombre n’entend q\ic le bruit monotone 
D'liiie vague contre un cciieil. 


Ke crains pas cepeudaut, ombre encore iuqiiiete. 
Que je vienne outrager ta majeste inuello. 

Non. La lyre aux tombeaux ii’a jamais iiisulte. 
La mort fut de tout temps I’asiJe de la gloire. 
Eien ne doit jusqu’ici poursuivre une inemoire : 
Rien...exccpte la verite ! 


Ta tombe et ton berceau sont couverts d’un nuage ; 
Mais, pareil a I’eclair, tii sortis d’lm orage ; 

Tu foudroyas le monde avant d’avoir un nom : 

Tel ce Nil dont Memphis boit les vagues fecondes 
Avant d’etre nommo fait bouillonner ses ondes 
Aux solitudes de Memnon* 
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Since tliose two names which age to age peals forth, 
Never like tliis did name resound on earth, 

Or was so swift from pole to pole conveyed. 

No mortal step tliat lightest airs efface 
E\'r left behind a firmer, stronger trace, 

Yet here, that step was stayed !... 


IVs, here he rests — a cliild may pace tlie spot 
In three short stri(l(?s — and yet ho murmurs not — 
Foes unimpeded trample on his grave — 

Insects e’en buzz around that awful brow — 

])Ut the Imperial sluidc liears only now 
Tlie oceaifs rippling wave. 


Yet fear not shade — so restless still in death — 
The Muse can outrage with cahumiious breath, 
Or would, thy silent majesty assail ; 

The panoply of Glory is the tomb, 

And nought but truth should ever dare presume 
To lift the sacred veil. 


Clouds were around thy cradle as thy tomb, 

But — while yet nameless — flashing t})roiigh the gloom, 
Thou didst astound the world — e’en as the flood 
Of the famed Nile — e’er batlxing Memphis' walls, 
Unknown rolls on mid cataracts and falls, 

Through Memnon’s solitude. 
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Les dicux etoient tombes, les trones etoient vides. 

La victoire te prit sur ses ailes rapides ; 

D’un peuple de Brutus la gloirc te fit roi. 

Ce siecle dont I’ecurne eiitramoit dans sa course 
Les inceurs, les rois, les dieiix...refoule vers sa source, 
Recula d’un pas devaiit toi. 


Tu combattis VcTreur sans xegardcr le nombre ; 
Pared au fier Jacob tu luttas (‘outre une ombre ; 
Le fantonie croula sous le poids d'un inortol, 

Lt de tous ces grands iionis, profauateur sublime, 
jouas avec eux, commo la main du crime 
Avec les vases de Taute]. 


Ainsi, dans les acces d’un inipulssant delire, 

(iuand un siecle vieilli de ses mains so dechire 
En jetant dans ses fers un cri de liberte, 

Un heros tout a coup do la poudre se leve, 

Le frappe avec sou sceptre. •.il s^eveiUe ; et le rove 
Toinbe devant la verite ! 


Ah ! si, rendant ce sceptre a ses mains legitimes, 
Pla<;ant sur ton pavois de royales victimes, 

Tes mains des saints bandeaux avoient lave TafFront ! 
Soldat vengeur des rois, plus grand (jue ces rois merne. 
De quel divin parfum, de quel pur diademe, 

La gloire auroit sacrc ton front ! 
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Altars* were razed — cast down the throne of kings — 
When Victory bore thee on lier rapid wings 
To rule a Nation chivalrous and free — 

That age — whose stream had buried in its course 
Kings, laws, and gods — hurled backwards to its source, 
llecoiled at sight of thee. 


Error and crime against thee were arrayed, 

But as stern Jacob wrestled with the shade, 

So didst thou crush the phautom with thy weight, 
With lionored names of old, — mocker sublime, 
Thou sportedst with tliein, as the hand of crime, 
With sacramental plate. 


Thus when a Nation frantic ii/old ago, 

To self destruction turns its vengeful rage, 
And yells in chains for liberty and youth ! 

A Hero — sudden from the dust npsprings, 
His sceptre shakes, and o’er the vision flings 
The startling light of trutli. 


Hadst thou avenged the royal victim’s cause — 
Purged the foul stain from Gaul’s insulted law’s, ' 
To Bourbon’s line restored the sceptred gem, 
Champion of kings, than kings far greater thou ! 
Thou wouldst have won for thy resplendent brow 
A deathless diadem. 
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Gloire, honncurj libertcj ces mots que riiomme adore 
Ketentissoient })our toi coninie Tairain sonore 
Dont un sfupide echo repete au loin de son : 

Dc cettc languc eii vain ton oreillc frappee 
Ne coniprit iei-bas qiie le cri de Tepee, 

Et le male accord du clairun. 


Superbe, et dedaignant ce qnc la terre admire, 
Tu lie deinandois rien an inoiah*, (pie JVinpire. 
Tu marclioIs...tout obstacle etoit ton eiinemi. 
Ta volonte voloit coniine ce trait rapide 
Qoi va frappcr le but on le regard Ic guide, 
Meme a travers un cccur ami. 


Jamais, pour eclaircir ta royale tristesse, 
coupe des festins no tc versa Tivresse , 

Tes yeux d’uno autre pourpre aimoient a s’cnivrer. 
Coinme un soldat dc'boiit qui vcille sous ses armes, 
Tu vis de la beaute le sourirc ou les larmes 
Sans sourirc ct sans soupirer. 


Tu iTaimois que le bruit du fer, le cri d’alarmes, 
L’eclat resplendissant de Taubc sur Ics armes ; 

Et ta main ne flattoit que ton leger coursier, 
Quand les flots ondoyants de sa pide criniere 
Sillonnoient comme un vent la sanglante poussiere 
Et que ses pieds brisoient Tacier. 
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Fame, honor, freedom — words to man so dear, 
Were but as sounds to thine ambitious car 
Sent by a senseless eclio from afar — 

From thee no sympatliy such language found, 
Who lived and breathed but for the tented ground, 
And trumpet blast of war. 


Disdaining proudly what tlie world admired, 
Dominion only tliy stern soul required, 

All foes, all obstacles, thy migbt o’ercame, 

Straight to the mark, imerriug as the dart, 

Tliy strong will fltnv — thougli thro’ a friendly lieart 
It pierced with deadly aim. 


Never to cheer thy mind o’erpressed with thought^ 
Were sparkling goblcUs at the banquet sought — 
Far more it loved the battle’s crimson dye ! 

Like the fierce soldier, at his post of arms, 

No smile liadst thou for beauty’s wiles or charms, 
Nor for her tears a sigh. 


Thy only joy was for the battle’s peal, 

And dawn resplendent with the warrior’s steel. 
Thy sole caress was for thy war-horse fleet, 
When — as the waves of his white flowing mane 
Furrowed the bloody dust — he spurned the slain. 
And crushed them ^neath his feet. 
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Tu grandis sans plaisir, tu tombas sans murmure. 
Rien d’luimain iie battoit sous ton epaisse armure : 
Sans baine et sans amour, tu vlvois pour penser. 
Commc I’aigle regnant dans un ciel solitaire, 

Tu n^avois qu\in regard pour inesurer la terre, 

Et des serres pour Tembrasser ! 


S’elancer d’nn seiil bond an char de la victoire,. 
Foudroyer I’univers des splendours de sa glaire ; 
Fouler d’uii meme pied des tribuns et des rois ; 
Forger un joug treinpe dans I’amour la baine, 
Et faire frissonner sous le frein qui renc.haine 
Un people cchappe de ses lois; 


Etre d’un siecle entier la pensee et la vie, 
Enionsser le poignard, decourager I’envie, 
Ebranler, raffermir Funivers incertain ; 

Aux sinistres-clartes de ta foudre qui grondc 
Vingt fois contre les dieux jouer le sort du inonde. 
Quel reve ! ! ! et ce fut ton destin ! . . . 


Tu tombas cependant de ce sublime faite ; 
Sur ce rocher desert jete par la tempo to 
Tu vis tes ennemis decliirer ton manteau : 
Et le vsort, ce seul dieu qu’adora ton audace, 
Pour dernlere faveur t’accorda cet cspace 
Entre le trone et le tombeau. 
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Thy rise no joy, no pain thy fall betrayed, 

Thine iron heart by no frail passions swayed. 

Lived wrapt in thought, intense and uncontrolled. 

The monarch eagle of a desert sky, 

The wide world thou wouldst measure with thine eye, 
And with thy talons hold ! 


With speed of light on Victory’s car to bound, 
With dazzling fame the universe astound, 

With the same foot both men and kings to spurn ; 
Of mingled love and hate a yoke to frame, 

To curb a lawless Nation, and to tame 
With despotism stern. 


To be the Age’s thoiiglit, and life, and charm, 
To blunt the poignard, enmity disarm— 

To shake, restore, Dominion’s tottering state ; 
And by the terror of tliy cannon's roar 
To win the game of kingdoms o’er and o’er ; 
Proud dream ! yet such thy fate. 


At length hurled headlong from that dizzy soar, 
And tossed by tempests on a desert shore, 

To see foes rend thy piantle was thy doom — 
While Fate the only god thy pride would own— 
As parting gift bequeathed this rock so lone, 
Between the throne and tomb. 
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Oh ! qui m’auroit donrie d’y sonder ta pensee, 
Lorsque le souvenir de ta grandeur passee 
Venoit, comme un remords, t’assaillir loin du bnpt, 
Et que, les bras croises sur ta large poitrine, 

Sur ton front chauve et nu, que la pensee incline, 
L’horreur passoit comme la nuit ! 


Tel qu’un pasteur dcbout sur la rive profonde 
Voit son ombre do loin sc prolongcr sur rondo, 

Et du fleuve orageaux suivro, cn fiottant, le cours ; 
Tel du sommet desert de ta grandeur supremo ; 
Dans Tombre du passe te recliorchant toi-meme, 
Tu rappelois tes anciens jours. 


IIs passoient devant toi comme dcs flots sublimes 
Pont Tmil voit sur les mcr.s etincelcr les cimes, 
Ton oreihe ecoutoit lc\ir bruit barmonieux ; 

Et, d’un reflet de gloire eclairant ton visage, 
Chaque Hot t^apportoit une brilJante image 

Que tu suivois long-temps des yeux. " 


La sur un pont tremblant tu defiois la foudre ; 

La du desert sacre tu reveillois la poudre ; 

Ton coursier frissonnoit dans les flots du Jourdain. 
La tes pas abaissoient une cirae escarpee. 

La tu changeois en sceptte une invincible ep6e. 
Ici;*. Mais quel efFroi soudain ! 



BONAPARTE. 


Ji3 


Oh ! who thy thoughts could fathom dark and vast ? 
When memoiy, fraught witlPscenes of glory past, 
R^orseless came thy strength of soul to try, 

When, with arms folded o^er thy ample chest. 

On thy bare brow — by weight of care^depressed, 
Dread horror flitted by ! 


E’en as a Travoll('r by a river’s side 
Surveys his lenotheued shadow in the tide, 
That onward flows by chafing weaves upborne ; 
So on thy lonely grandeur, crowding fast, 

Roll the unfading memories of the past, 
Visioirs of splendour gone ! 


They sweep before thy concentrated gaze 
Like waves surcliarg('d with sunset’s roseate rays, 
Whose gentle murmurs captivate thine car ; 

Each passing w ave recalls some image bright, 
Enthralling soul and vision in the sight, 

Lit up by memory dear ! 


There on a bridge, thy life the cannon braves — 

In Jordan there thy cliarger stems the waves— 

Thy squadroj^s there across the desert dart— 

Thy footsteps there surntount the cloud-capt height—* 
And there a sceptre doth thy sword requite— 

And here— what means tliat start? 


C 
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BONAPAME. 


Pourqiioi detournes-tu ta paupiere ^perdue ? 

D^oii vient cette pMeur siliton front repandue ? 
Qu’as-tu vu tout a coup dans Thorreur du passe ? 
Est-ce de vingt cites la mine fumante, 

Ou du sang des^huinains quelque plaine ecumante ? 
Mais la gloire a tout efface. 


La gloirc efface tout... tout, exerpte le crime. 

Mais son doigt me montroit le corps d’une victime ; 
Un jeune homine, uu heros, d’un sang pur inonde. 
Le flot qui Fapportoit passoit, passoit sans cesse ; 

Et toujours en passant la vague vengeresse 
Lui jetoit le noin de Conde... 


Commo pour effaccr une taclie Hvide, 

Oli voyoit sur sou front passer sa main rapide; 
Mais la trace du sang sous son doigt renaissoit : 
Et, comme un sceau frappe par une main supreme, 
La goutte ineffa^able, ainsi qu’un diadeine, 

Le couronnoit de sou forfait. 


C’est pour cela, tyran, que ta gloire ternie 
Fera par ton forfait douter de ton genie; 
Qu’une trace de sang suivra partout ton c^r; 
Et que ton nom, jouet d’un eternel orage, 
Sera par I’avenir ballotte d’age en age 
Entre Marius et Cesar. 



30 ?rAPABTE. 

Why are thine eyes in liorror turned away ? 
Why on thy brow sit anguish and dismay ? 
What dreadful vision doth thy soul appal ? 

Do flamjpg tov^s, and fields of slain appear ? 
Do ‘shrieks and dying moans assail thine ear? 
Yet glory covers all. 


Yes, glory doth her gorgeous mantle spread 
O’er all save crime — but here a victim bled — 

A hero too — so fiobly born — so young ! 

The wave that bore him pass’d and pass’d again, 
And as it passed, on thy distemper’d brain, 

Tlie name of Conde rung I 


To sweep away some stain of fearful hue, 

Ilis hands athwart his brow he wildly drew ; 
Yet the foul spot doth ’neath his hands emerge- 
And as a seal that powers supreme ordain, 

Like to a diadem, the blotless stain 

Still crowns him with its scourge. 


Tyrant ! for this, so shameful was the deed — 

Still the world doubts if fame should be thy meed,' 
Dark drops of blood shall track thy conquering car 
Thtis shall thy name in History’s vengeft^ page 
Be toss’d,^ the sport of time, from age tb-^ga 
■Twixt Marius and Csesar« 

' ^"c 2 \ 
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BONAPARTE. 


Tu mounis cependant de la mort du vulgaire^ 
Ainsi qu’un moissonncur va chercher son salaire, 
Et dort sur sa faucille avant detre paye; 

De son glaive sanglant tu t’armas eii silenc^ 

Et tu fus demander justice ou recompense 
Au Dieu qui t’avoit envoye. 


On dit qii’aux dcrniers jours de sa longue agonie, 
Devant reternite seui avcc son genie, 

Son regard vers le del parut sc soufever : 

Le signe redempteur touclia son front farouche... 
Et meme on entendit commencer sur sa bouche 
Un nom...qifil n’osoit achever. 


Acheve... e’est le Dieu qui regne et qui couronne; 

• 6V.st le Dieu qui puiiit ; e’est le Dieu qui pardonne 
Pour les heros et nous il a des poids divers. 

Parle-lui sans effroi ; lui seul peut te comprendre, 

. L^esclave et le tyran ont tous un compte a rendre, 
L’un du sceptre, I’autre dcs fers. 


Son cercueil est ferme : Dieu Fa juge. Silence! 
Son crime et ses exploits pesent dansda balance : 
Que des foibles mortels la mdm n’y touche plus,! 
Qui peut sender, Seigneur, ta clemence infinie.? 
Et voun, flejux de Dieu, qui salt si le g6nie 
N^est pas une de vos vertus ?... ' 



BOJSTAPAETE. 

TKy death was lilce the common end of all — 

And as a reaper, at the evening’s fall, 

Sleeps on his scythe unmindful of his hire— 

So armed, all silent, with thy blood-stained sword, 
Thou’rt gone to meet with justice or reward ; 
God’s mercy — or His ire. 


’Tis said tliat in his last long agony, 

When left alone before 'Eternity, 

An anxious glance did up to Heaven ascenctr- 
That faith at length had touched the haughty man, 
And that his lips a Holy name began — 

Began — but dared not end. 


Complete th^ word — the hand of Mercy may, 

In separate scales tlie crimes of heroes weigh ; 

’Tis God who pardons, who condemns, who reigns- 
Speak without dread, he comprehends tliy thought, 
Tyrants and slaves each to account are brought, 

For sceptres, or for chains. 


His grave is closed, and God has judged liim— pause 
His deeds and crimes are weighed in Wisdom’s laws, 
Let not frail mortal hands the curtain raise ! 
ph i , none can sound the depth of Mercy’s 
ye— Gpd’s scourges-^who indeed Cj^Aell 
But that ye work his ways ? 


- C 3 



I0*an«i:rcon« 


Un jetjne Grec sourit a des tom beaux ; 
Victoire ! il dit, Fecho retiit : victoire ! 

0 Demi-Dieux ! vous, nos premiers flambeaux, 
Trompez le Styx — revoyez votre gloire ! 
Soudain sous un del enchante 
Une ombre apparait et s’ecrie : 

“ Doux enfant de la liberte, (bis") 

Le plaisir veut une patrie ! 

Une patrie ! 



€i)t of 


A VALOROUS Greek in youthful prime 
Stood by a tomb of olden time, 

Aud joyous smiling Victory” cried, 
And “ Victory,” Echo’s voice replied ; 
Ye warrior gods who first didst raise 


Your falchions bright in Freedom’s praise, 
Eecross the sombre Stygian wave, 

And view the land you died to save ; 

He spoke, and ’n^ath that radiant sky 
A phantom’s voice was heard to cry, , 

“ Wine, beauty, love, each joy of eirth, 
: “ All Iq^ ll bondage half their woyth, ' 
' Elealdt^^wmot, howetjfe'r great, 

Epr cbmpeq^atg, \ 
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l’ombre d'anacreon* 


0 peuple Grec c’est moi dont les destins 
‘‘ Furent si doux chez tes aieux si braves. 
Quand ils chantait I’amotir dans leurs festins, 
Anacreon en chassait les esclaves. 

Jamais la tendre vblupte 
N’approcha d’une ame fletrie. 

“ Doux enfant de la libertC, . (bis) 

Le plaisir vent une patrie ! 

Uiie patrie ! 


“ De Faigle encore Taile rase les cieux, 

‘‘ Du rossignol les chants sent toujours tendre s. 

Toi, peuple Grec, tes arts, tes lois, tes dieux, 

“ Qu’en asrtu fait ? qu’as-tu fait de nos cendres ? 
Tes fetes passent sans gaite 
Sur une rive encor fleurie. 

“ Doux enfant de la liberte, (bis) 

Le plaisir veut une patrie 1 
Une patrie I 



THE SHAi>H 0®^ AJTACREOX. 

To glorious deeds how oft my lyre 
Did, Greece, thy mighty dead inspire, 

And how the great, heroic, wise, 

My lyric muse did idolize ; 

And when at banquets blithe and gay, 
Went round the song and amorous lay, 

“ A hacreon’s shade did ne’er permit 
Midst warriors brave a slave td sit ; 

The joys of his ecstatic lute 
No Helot’s presence dared pollute ; 

Wine, beauty, love, each joy of earth, 
All lose in bondage half their worth, 
Pleasures cannot, however great, 

For loss of freedom compensate. 


Still ill thy blue and glorious sky 
The eagle wheels his flight on high, 

Still in thy summer evenings long 
The nightingale attunes her song ; 

But sculpture, painting, shrine, and fane, 
Can these no longer rise again ? 

Cannot thy herpes’ ashes now 
Raise blushes oj^ thy drooping brow ? 
Whilst roses gem;thy land adored. 

Must sadness crown the festive board ? 
Wine^ beauty, love, each joy of earth, 
^ All lose in bondage half their worth, 

“ Pleasures cannot, however grpat, 

For Ipss of i^edom comj^nsatP* 



l’ombrb d’anacreox. 


Deja vaiiKiiiour, chante et vole au danger ; 
Brise tes fers : tu ]e peux, si tu Toses. 

Sur nos debris, qnoi ! le vil etranger 
Dort enivre du parfum de tes roses ! 

Quoi I payer avec la bcaute 
Un tribut a la barbaric ! 

Doux enfant de la liberti, (bis) 

Le plaisir veut urie patrie ! 

Lnc patrie ! 


“ C’est trop rougir aux yMix du voyageur, 

Qni d^Olympui evoque la memoirc. 

Frappe ! et ces bords, au gre d’uii ciel vengeur, 
Reverdiront d’abondance el de gloire. 

“ Des tyrans le sang deteste 
Rechauffe une terre appauvrie. 

Doux enfant de la liberte, (bis) 

Le plaisir veut une patrie ! 

“ Une patrie ! 



TUE SHADE OF ANACREON. 
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As Victory crowned thy days of old, 

Once more bright Freedom’s flag unfold ; 

‘‘ Thou hast the power to break in twain 
That hateful brand, the bondsman’s chain, 
Nor let a foreign presence more 
Pollute thy plains of storied lore ; 

Shifll a vile foe enjoy at ease 
“ The perfume of thy fragrant trees ? 

“ Shall Grecian maidens still be led 
Reluctant to tlieir tyrants’ bed ? 

Wine, beauty, love, each joy of earth, 
All lose in bondage half their worth. 
Pleasures cannot, however great, 

For loss of freedom compensate. 


Oh ! Greece, such sights should raise thine ire, 
For pilgrims’ hearts e’en glow with fire, 

When, wrapt in brilliant dreams of yore, 

They treatl thy now dishonored shore ; 

But strike ! and thy now barren land 
Shall soon, with Heaven’s protecting hand, 

‘‘ Become again a fruitful soil, 

And yield her olives, wdne, and oil ; 

“ A land^ enslaved is nourished best 
“ With blood that flows from tyrant’s breast ! 
Wine, beauty, ‘love, each joy of earth, 

All lose in bondage half their worth, 
Pleasures cannot, however great, 

For loss of freedom compensate. 
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J.’OMBUE b’aNACBEON. 


A tcs voislus n’emprunte qiu dii fer : 
Tout p('nple esclave est allle perfide. 
Mars va t’anner des feux de Jupiter ; 
Cher a Venus, son etoilc te guide ; 
Bacchus, dieu toiijours Indoinpte, 
Rernplira ta coupe tarie. 

Doux enfant dc la ]ibe-’te, (bis ) 

Le plaisir vent uue patrie ! 

Uue patrie !” 


II sc rendort le sage de Teos, 

La Grece enfin suspend ses funcrailles. 
Thebes, Corinthe, Atlienes, Sparte, Argos, 
Ivres d’espoir, exhumez vos murailles ! 

Vos vierges meme out r^petd 
Ces mots d’une voix attendrie : 

Doux enfant de la hberte, (bis) 

Le plaisir veut line patrie ! 

Une patrie ! 



THE OP ANACREON. 

Look not to slavish nations near 
To light the brand of Freedom dear, 

“ Blit wield yourselves the arms they lend, 

‘‘ These will thy struggles best befriend ; 

And Mars, with Venus for his guide, 

‘‘ Will o’er thy battle fields preside, 

And armed with Jove’s great bolts of flame, 
Will blot from History’s page, thy shame — 
“ While vine-crowned Bacchus, victor still, 
With mantling wine thy cup will fill ; 

Wine, beauty, love, each joy of earth, 
‘‘ All lose in bondage half their worth, 
Pleasures cannot, however great, 

‘‘ For loss of freedom compensate.” 


The voice is mute : and hid from view, 
Anacreon’s shade to Hades flew, 

His funeral rites, so loved of old, 

Shall new-born Greece again behold : 
Thebes, Corinth, Athens, Sparta, all, 

Your glorious days of Fame recall, 

And Phoonix-like, once more arise, 

Bright as thine own refulgent skies — 

'J’hen will thy virgins glad repeat, 

With blithesome hearts this burden sweet — 
Wine, beauty, love, each joy of earth, 
All lose in bondage half their worth, 
Pleasures cannot, however great, 

For loss of freedom compensate. 



j Hamate <Ene 


Oh i n’lnsultez jamais line femme qui tombe ! 

Qui sait sous quel farcleau la pauvre ame snccombe 
Qui sait combien de jours sa faim a combattu ! 
Quand le vent du malheiir ebranlait leur vertu, 

Qui de nous n’a pas vu de ces femmes brisees 
S y cramponner longtemp$ de leurs mains epuisees ! 



Mebev Injsiilt a ^alltn SliSloman 


Poor fallen woman no^er insult, 

Nor o’er her virtue frail exult, 

Por who, alas ! can tell. 
Against what weight of festering care, 
Affliction, hunger, want, despair, 

She struggled ere slie fell ? 


When not a ray of hope was near, 

But all around misfortunes drear, 

Her wavering step vrould throng ; 
E’er she became that abject thing 
Who has not seen poor woman cling. 

To virtue fast and long I 
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n’insultez jamais une femme. 


Commc au bout d’uiic branolio on voit etinceler 
Une goutte de pluie ou le ciel vieiit briber, 

' Qu’ on secOue avec Tarbre et qni tremble et qui luttc, 
Perle avant de tomber, et fan^^e aprcs sa chute ! 

La faute eii est a nous : a toi, riche ! a ton or ! 

Cette fange (railleurs contient Fean pure encor. 

Pour (pie la goutte d’eau sorte de la poussiore, 

Et redevieniie perle en sa splendeur premiere, 
il suffir, e’est ainsi que tout reinontc au jour, 

D^un rayon du soleil ou d’un rayon d’amour ! 



NEVER INSULT A FALLEN AN. 


As oft you see a drop of rain. 
Suspended to a branch remain, 

liOng quivering to and fro, 
Tsow sparkling as a gem of worth, 
But when at last it sinks to earth, 

Who could its lustre know ! 


^Tis man, alas ! who is to blame, 
He, who, regardless of the shame, 
Kmploys his gold for sin ; 
Yet still tliat soiled drop contains, 
Apart from its now sullied stains, 
Pure elements vvitliin I 


That it may lose its stain of earth. 

And unalloyed again shine forth, 

In splendour as of yore ; 

There needs but Heaven’s beams above, 
Or pure caressing rays of love, 

Its lustre to restore ! 



%t IHoiete Ittouvant. 


La co\ip(' de mcs jours s’est brisee encore p!eine; 
i\Ia vie cn longs soupirs s’enfuit a cliaque haleine; 
Ni larmcs ni regrets ne peuvent Tarreter; 

Et I’ailc de la inort, sur Fairain qui me pleure, 

En sons cntrecoupes frappe ma derniere heure: 
Faut-il gemir? faut-il chanter?... 


Chantons, puisque mes doigts sont encore sur la lyre; 
Chantons, puisque la mort, comme au cygne, m’inspire 
Aux bords d^un autre monde un cri melodieux. 

C’est un presage heureux donne par mon genie: 

Si notre ame n’est rien qu’amour et qu’harmonie, 

Qu^un chant divin soit ses adieux! 



Cf)e ZSiiing l^oet. 


In tlie spring day of youth with imtimely decay 
My life in long sighs at each breath hastes away, 
Nor tears, nor regrets the decree can prevent ; 
Already death strikes witli his pinions of doom 
The knell that wdll herald my soul to the tomb ! 

, Oh shall I then sing or lament? 


Xet me sing whilst my fingers still sweep o’er the lyre 
Like the swan, as it dies, may my soul thus respire 
Soft melodies — borne to Eternity’s shrine ! 

To genius vouchsafed as a harbinger blest, 

And since love and harmony dwell in the breast 
Oh be its farewell then divine! 



LE POETE MOURANT. 


V 

La lyre en se brisant jette un sou plus sublime; 
La lampe (pii s’ctciiit tout a coup sc raniiuc, 

Et d\m eclat plus pur l)rille avant (Fcxpircr; 

Le cygne voit le del sou lieure dernicrc: 
L’homme seui, reportant scs regards cii arricrc, 
Compte ses jours pour les plcurer. 


Qu^est-cc done quedes jours pour valoir qu’on les pleur 
TJu soleil, un soldi; une lieure, ct puis une licure; 
Celle qui vient ressernble a celle qui s’enfuit; 

Ce qii’une nous apporte, une autre nous renleve : 
Travail, repos, douleur, et quclquefois un reve, 

Voila le jour, puis vient la nuit. 


Ah! qu’iJ pleiire, celui dont les mains acharnees, 
S’attacliaiit comme un lierre aux debris des annees, 
Voit avec Tavenir s’ecouler son espoir ! 

Pour moi, qui n’ai point pris racine sur la terre, 

Je m’en vais sans effort comme Fherbe legere 
Qu’enlcve le souffle du soir. 


Le poete est semblable aux oiseaux de passage 
Qui ne batissent point leurs nids sur le rivage, 

Qui ne se posent pas sur les rameaux des bois ; 
Nonchalamment berces sur le courant de fonde; 

Ils passent en chantant loin des bords; et le monde 
Ne connoit rien d^eux que leur voix. 



THE DYING POET* 


The lyre as it breaks yields a sound more sublime ; 
The lamp as it dies brightens up for a time, 

And shines with more brilliancy e’er it expires ; 
Tlie swan turns his last parting look to the skies, 
Man only reviewing the past as he dies, 

Bewails unaccomplished desires. 


But why should we weep for the days that are gone! 
One (lay brings another ; the evening, its morn; 

Each hour is the image of that passed away : 

If one gives us pleasure, another brings grief ; 

Whilst dreams sometimes offer delusive relief, 

Yet niglit ever follows the day! 


Alas! let him weep, who like ivy adheres 
With clinging embrace to the ruins of years, 
And sees with the future each prospect decay! 
For me, who to earth by no shackles am bound, 
I go witliout struggle as leaves on the ground, 
A summer breeze carries away. 


The poet resembles those halcyons bright 
Which rest not the foot in their wandering flight, 

Nor leave of their presence a vestige behind; 

But carelessly rocked on the waves rolling tide, 

Afar frorri earth’s shores with blithe carols they glide, 
Only known by their song to mankind. 



34 LE POETE MOUEANT. 


Jamais aiicune main siir la cordo sonore 
Nc guida dans ses jeux ma main novice encore; 
li’homine n’enseigiie pas ce qii’inspire le ciel: 

Le niisseau n’apprend pas a couler dans sa p elite, 
T/aigle a fendre les airs d’line aile independantc, 
L’abeillc a composer son miel. 


T/airain retentissant dans sa haute demenre, 

Sous le martcaii saere tour a tour cliante et pleure 
Pour eelebrer Thymen, la naissance on la mort; 
J’etois coinmo cc bronze epure par la flamme, 

Et ehaque passion, en frappant sur mon aine, 

Ihi tiroit nil sublime accord. 


Telle durant la niiit la harpe eolienne, 

Melant au bruit dcs caux sa plaintc acrienne, 
Resoniio d’clle-meme au souffle des zephyrs. 
Le voyageur s’arrete etonne de rciitendre; 

II ecoute, il admire, et nc sauroit comprendre 
D’oil partent ces divins soupirs. 


Ma harpe fut souvent do larmes arrosee; 

Mais les plcurs soiit pour nous la celeste rosee: 
Sous im cicl toujours pur le c(Eur ne murit 
Dans la coupe ^crasde, le jus du pampre coule, 
Et Ic baume fletri sous le pied (pii le foule 
Repaud ses parfums sur vos pas. 



THE DYING DOET. 


35 


No hand o’er tlio sonorous chords guided mine. 

Or tlirilled iny young spirit with music divine ; 

Man toadies not iliat which from Providence flows; 
The brook docs not learn to roll down from the height, 
Nor oagh'S to doavo the free air in their flight, 

Nor bees to sip sweets from the rose. 


From their biglt b{‘] fry -tower, the bells as they sound. 
Now knell forth in sadness, now mirth peal around, 

As for death, birth, or marriage their cadences chime, 
As tlieir metal by fire, so my soul was refined, 

And each passion which flashed, as it struck on my mind, 
Responded in accents divine! 


As when the Eolian harp in the night 
With munnuring waters its numbers unite, 

And to zcpltyr’s soft breath in sweet whispers replies. 
The traveller wrapt in astonishment stays, 

Now listens, admires, and is lost in amaze 

From whence come those heavenly sighs ! 


As dews to the eartli, so are tears to the soul, 
And oft 'down my harp do they plaintively roll ! 
The heart is not chastened beneatli a clear sky; 
The vine’s ruby duster that falls to the ground. 
Though injured in bloom, sheds a perfume around 
When crushed by a foot passing by. 
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LB POETS MOURANT. 


Dicu d’un souffle brulant avoit forme mon ame; 
Tout ce (ju’elle approcliait s’embrasait de sa flam me: 
Don fatal! et je rneiirs pour avoir trop alnU'! 

Tout ce que j’ai toiieho s’est reduit eii poussiere: 
Ainsi le feu du ciel toin])e sur la bruyere 
S’eteint quand tout est consume. 


[(jidimporte ? 

Mais le temps? — II n’est plus. — Mais la gloire? — He 
Get echo d’un vain sou qu’iin sicclc a rautre apporte; 

Ce noni, brillant jouet de la posterite? 

Vous qui dc Tavenir lui proraettez Tempire, 

Hcoutez cct accord quo va rendre ma lyre.,.. 

Les verity deja Font emporte ! 


Ah ! donnez a la mort un espoir moins frivole ! 

quoi! le souvenir de ce son qui s’eiivole 
Autour dW vain tombeau retentiroit toujours? 

Ce souffle d’un mourant) quoi! e’est la de la gioirc ? 
Mais vous qui promettez les temps a sa m^moire, 
Mortels, possedez-vous deux jours? 


J’en atteste les dieux! depuis que je respire, 
Mes levies n’ont jaiiiais prononcA sans sourire 
Ce grand nom, invente par le delire humain; 
Plus j’ai presse cc mot, plus je I’ai trouve vide, 
Et je I’ai rejete, comme une ecorce aride 
Que noa levres pressent en vain. 



THE DYING POET. 37 

]VIy soul was infusod with etliereal fire, 

'rhat wrapt in its fiainos every mortal desire; 

Sad gift ! and T di(i for this ardor profound! 

No object I songlit, but to ashes was doomed, — 

So lightning that falls, inn^er dies, till consumed 

Is the heath that grew verdant around! — 


[ worth ? 

Look to time? — ’tis no more — Look to fame? what’s its 
Vain sound ! which one age to the next echoes forth, — 
Magnificent play tiling! Posterity’s prize! 

And you who this meed from the future desire, 

But list to the strain as it swells from my lyre — 

Already ’tis lost in the skies! 


Oh give a less frivolous hope unto death! 

For say! can you think such a vain sounding breath 
For ever will hallow the tomb’s fragile stone? 

Is a mortal tongue’s flattery what you call fame? 
And you who are bent on bequeathing a name 
Dare you reckon two days as your own? 


With truth I attest since the day of my birth 
My lips never breathed but in sorrowful mirth 
That word, the invention of arrogant pride; 

More deeply I’ve scanned it, more empty the sound, 
Like weeds you disdainfully fling to the ground, 

I’ve spurned it, and cast it aside- — 
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IE POETE MOURANT. 


Dans Ic sterile espoir d’lino gloirc Incertaino, 
L’liotnmc livre, en passant, au courant qiii rcntrainc 
IJn nom de jour cn jour dans sa course affaibli. 

Do ce brillant debris, le flot du temps se joue: 

Do siecle en sleclc il ilotte, il avance; il celioue 
Dans les abimes de roubii. 


Je jette un nom de plus a ces flots sans rivage; 

Au gr^ (les vents, du ciel, qu’il s’abimc ou surnage, 

Kn serai-je plus grand? Pourquol? ee n’est (pduu noni. 
Le eygne qui sVnvole aux voutes ('terncdles, 

Amis! s'lnforinc-t-il si Tombrc do ses ailes 
Motto cncor sur un vil gazon ? 


Mais pourquoi chaiitois-tii? — Demande k Philomele 
Pojinpioi, durant les niiits, sa douce voix se niele 
Au doux bruit des ruisseaux sous Tombrage roulant ; 
Je chaiitois, mes amis, coinme riioinme respire, 
Cornine Toiseau gcmit, cornme Je vent soupire, 
Coinmo Feau tnurmure en coulant. 


Aimer, prier, chanter, voila ton to ma vie. 

Mortelj dc tous ces bicns qu’ici-bas Fhomme envie, 
A riieure des adieux je ne regrette rien; 

Rieii, que I’ardent soupir qui vers le ciel s’elaiice, 
L’cxtase de la lyre ! ou rainoureux sihmce 
D’un canir presse contre le mien, 
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With hope, yet imcortainty, as to his fame, 

Does mail in his impotent eonrse leave a name 
Iinpelleil hy tlio current on whicli it is cast — 
The bauble on time’s passing billows is tost, 

ages floats onwards — then sinks, and is lost, 
Where oblivion eiigulphs it at last! 


One name more, I cast on tliat fathomless sea, 

To sink or to Moat as the winds may decree, 

For wliat is the vain sounding eulogy worth? 

The swan as it mounts to yon heavenly skies 
Does he look if the shade of his wings, as he flies. 
Still flits o’er this perishing earth? 


Then why dost thou sing? ask of sweet Philomel 
Why during the night, with a soul stirring spell 
She mingles her song with the brooks in the shade; 
I sing, as by instinct the bird times his lay, 

As man draws his breath, as the sportive rills play. 
As whispers the breeze in the glade — 


In love, song, and prayer, my wliole happiness lives! 
And all the high guerdons a fulsome world gives. 

At this my last moment I freely resign, 

Save the deep burning sigh that ascends up above, 
The harp’s melting strain, or the eloquent love 
Of a heart clasped in fondness to mine. 

E 2 
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X.% P0E'I:E MOTjUANT. 


Aux pieds de Ja beautd scntir frcmir sa lyre, 

Voir d’acc-ord en ac-cord riiarmoiiicux delin* 

Couler avec le son ct passer dans son scan, 

Faire pleuvoir les pleurs de ces yeux qu’oii adore. 
Coinnie an soufHle des vents les lannes de I'aurorc 
Pleuvcnt d\in ealiee trop ])lein : 


Voir le regard plaiutif de la vierge inodeste 
Se tourncr tristemcnt vers la voute eeloste, 

Comnie pour s’envolcr avec le son (jui fuit, 

Puis rctonibant sur vous plein d’une oliaste flainnie, 
Sous ees oils abaisses laisser brilh'r son anio, 
Coinme un feu tremblant dans la nuit : 


Voir passer sur son front Tombre do sa ponsee, 

La parole inanquer a sa bouche oppressoe, 

Et de ce long silence entendre enfin sortir 
Ce mot qui retentit j usque dans le cicl memo, 

Cc mot, le mot des dieux et des hommcs...Je t’aime 
Voila ce qui vaut un soupir. 


Un soupir! un regret! inutile parole! 

Sur Taile de la mort mon ame au ciel s’envole ; 
Je vais ou leur instinct emporte nos desirs; 

Je vais oii le regard voit briller Fcsperance; 

Je vais oii va le son qui de mon luth s’elance, 
Ou sont alles tous mes sbupirs! 
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To sit at tlio feet of a maidoii adored 

And feel tliat the passionate strains then outpoured, 

An ei'ho obtains in lier deep heaving breast; 

To sec from her eyes flu‘ t(‘ars gush ^vith delight. 
As pearly drops fall at the first dawn of light 
b^roni llowers by Zeph} rs caressed : 


To watch the soft gaze of her sweet modest eyes 
ill sorro\^ful rapture upraised to the skies, 

As if witli the sounds of the harp to unite, 

Then sinking upon you with ardour devout, 

'Neath eyelids ludf closed see the soul beaming out, 
As glimmers a tire by night : 


To- see on her forehead the passionate thought, 
The faltering Up from a mind overwronglit, 

And then in deep silence hear faintly the cry, 
Adonid both by nien, as by angels in bliss, 

I love thee! I love thee! Oh! language like this, 
Is worthy indeed of a sigh ! 


A sigh! a regret! vain ephemeral things! 

My spirit departs on Ithiiriers wings; 

I go where by instinct my wishes have gone: 
Where hope is illumined by faitlfs vivid eye, 
Where strains from my harp in soft cadences die, 
Wliere angels my sorrows have borne. 

E 3 
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LE rOETE MOURANT. 


Comme roiseaii qui volt dans les ombres funebres, 
La foi, cet ceil de I’ame, a perce mcs tenebres; 
Son proph^tique instinct m’a revel e nion sort. 

Aux champs de Tavenir combicn de fois inon arms 
SVdaiK^ant jnsqu’au ciel siir des ailes de llaiimie, 
A-t-elJe devaucc la inort! 


N’inscrivez point de noni sur iiia dt'mt'nre sombre ; 
Lu poids d’un monument no cliargez pas moii ombn^ 
D’un pen dc sable, helas! je ne siiis [)oint jaloux. 
Laissez-moi seulement a peine assez d’espare 
Pour que le maiheureux qui sur ma tombe passe 
Puisse y poser scs deux genoux* 


Souvont, dans le secret de I’ombre et du silence,^ 
Du gazon d’uii cercueil la priere s’clance, 

Lt troiive Tesperance a cote de la mort. 

Le pied sur une tombe on tient moins a la terre, 
L’horizon est plus vaste; et Fame, plus legere, 
Monte au ciel avec moins d^efFort ! 


Brisez, livrez aux vents, aux ondes, a la flamme, 

Ce luth qui n’a <|u’un son pour repondre a mon ame; 
Celui des Sdraphins va freinir sous mes dolgts. 
Bientot, vivant comme eux d’un immortel ddire 
Jc vais guider, peut-etre, aux accords de ma lyre, 
Des cieux suspendus a m| voix- 
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As that bird winch can see ihroutrh the blackness of niorht. 
ITas not faith, tlie soul’s eye, pierced my gloom with its 
And my fate with an instinct prophetic revealed? [light, 
How oft has rny soul to yon regions unknown, 

On lightning’s swift wing in deep ecstaey flown, 
Outstripping what deatli has concealed ! 


Inscribe not my name in funereal state, 

Nor my spirit opj)ress wdth a monument’s weight, 
Hut lay me in lowlincsSs ’neath the green sod; 

With just space enough of the cold barren ground, 
To let the poor man place his knees on the mound, 
And lift up a prayer to his God. 


For oft In the secret of silence and gloom, 

The prayer by the side of the moss-covered tomb 
Arises in hope, in devotion, and love, 

WitJi a foot on the grave — free from earthly control, 
How boundless the view — how expaiidcfl the soul 
Which soars with less effort above ! 


Break, give to the winds, to the waves, to the flames. 
The Lute that so feebly my fervour proclaims, 

My fingers will soon strike the Seraphim’s lyre-— 
Soon Uving like them in immortal delight, 

I too, with those Spirits of Bliss may unite, 

My song to the heavenly choir ! ^ ■ 
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LE rOETE MOUEANT. 


Bient6t*..Mais de la niort la main lourde et muette 
Vient de toucher Ja corde; elle se brise, et jette 
Uii son plaintif et sourd dans la vogue des airs. 
Mon lutli glace se preiiez le vdtrts 

I^]t (pie inon aine (‘ueor passe (run monde a I’aiitre 
All bruit de vos saert-s eoneerts! 




St quchpi’un nous blesse et nous nuit, 
Quelque grande que soit Toffen se, 
Entre I’injure et la vengeance 
Laissons Tespacc d’lme nuit : 

L’aiirore a nos yeux rend inoins noir 
La inal qu’on nous a fait la veille, 

Et tel qui s’est veng(S le soir, 

En est facile lorsqu’il s’eveille. 



THE DYING POET. 


Ah soon ! but the hand of imperious death 

Ilatii silenced my harp with his withering breath ; 
It breaks, and it casts a dull sound on the air ; 

No longer it speaks — oh my friend take up thine. 
That thus to the cadence of music divine. 

My soul may to Heaven repair ! 




Should your conduct in life be aspersed, 
With a calumny vicious and keen, 

Mind, before you revenge yourself, first 
Let the space of a night intervene : 

For at eve what you fancy a slight, 

May the morrow less grievous appear, 
And the man thafs avenged overnight, 
May on waking find cause for a tear. 



lie &U 


ViENS, inon coursier, noble atni tin Cosaque,* 
Vole au signal des trompettes du Nord ; 
Prompt au pillage, intrepido a Tattaque, 

Prete, sous moi, des ailes a la mort ; 

PW n’enrichit nl ton frein, ni ta selle, 

Mais attends tout du prix de mes exploits ; 
Hennis d^orgueil, 6 mon coursier fidele, 

Et foule aux pieds les peuples et les rois ! 


Pa paix, qui fuit, m’abandonne tes guides, 
Lia vieille Europe a perdu ses remparts ; 
Viens de tresors combler mes mains avides," 
Viens reposer dans Fasile des arts ; 
Retourne boire a la Seine rebelle, 

Ou, tout sanglant, til t’es lav^ deux fois ; 
Hennis d’orgueil, 6 mon coursier fidele, 

Et foule aux pieds les peuples et les rois ! 



Clje Soug Of tfje ©oiseacfe^ 


O MV courser, best friend of the Cossack, come forth 
At tlie sound of the trumpet that calls from tlic Nortli ; 
So intrepid in foray, so dauntless in fight, 

May the dark death of hundreds thy prowess recjuite ; 
Though at present thy housings with gold do not shine. 
All the booty I reap in the battle is thine ; 

Then neigJi in tliy triumph rny old trusty steed, 

And trample down people and kings in thy speed ! 


There’s a farewell to jieace, so that onward’s the cry ! 
Of old Europe tlie rarnjjarts all ruinous lie ; 

Come repose in yon mansions where art is enshrined, 
And my greedy hands fill with the treasures we find ; 
And again drink those waters where twice tliou did’st lave, 
Thy limbs, all ensanguined, in Seine’s turbid wave ; 
Then neigh in tliy triumph iny old trusty steed, 

And trample down people and kings in thy speed ! 



LE CHANT D0 COSAQUE. 


Comme en un fort, princes, noble, et pretres, 
Tous assi^gis par des siijets souffrants, 

Nous out crie ; Venez ! soy^z nos in^itres : 
Nous serous serfs, pour deineurer tyraiis. 

J’ai pris rna lance, et tous vont devant elle 
llumilicr ct Ic sceptre et la croix. 

Hennis d’orgueil, 6 inon coursler fidelc, 

Et foule aux pieds les pciiples ct Ics rois ! 


J’ai d’un gdant vu le fantdme immense 
8iir nos bivouacs fixer un (cil ardent. 

II s’ecriait: Mon regne recorninerico ! 

Kt de sa bache il moutrait rOecident. 

Du roi des Huns c’^lait Toinbre immortelle ; 
Idls d’Attila, j’obeis a sa voix. 

FTennis d’orgueil 6 mon coursier fidtde, 

Et foule aux pieds les peoples et les rois ! 


Tout cet eclat dont TEurope est si liere, 
Tout ce savoir qui ne la defend pas, 
S’engloutira dans les flots de poussiere 
Qu’ autour de moi vont soulever tes pas. 
Efface, efface, en ta course nouvelle, 
Temples, palais, niocurs, souvenirs et lois. 
Ilennis d’orgueil, 6 mon coursier fidele, 

Et foule aux pieds les peuples et lea rois ! 
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IVnt up and beleaguer'^d, king, noble, and priest, 

IJy a people, througli wrongs, from allegiance released, 
k^roin the Cossack supinely assistance implore 
Til tlie hope they will rivet their shackles once more ; 
So IVc levelled my lance and will ne’er lay it down 
Till Tve humbled before me the cross and the crown. 
Then ncugh in tliy triumph rny old trusty steed, 

And trample down people and kings in thy speed I 


By the tremulous light of the Bivouac fire 
Did a phantom colossal gaze on us in ire, 

And he thundered, behold of new conquests the day,” 
And his battle-axe, w’estward, denoted tlio way, 

Oi- ‘ pifcwo. terrible shade, 

Of lovers mos* ’ x i • i i i i 
^ons must his law be obeyed. 

Then neigh in tliy trium])h my old trusty steed. 

And trample down people and kings in thy speed ! 


All the glory and pomp that old Europe can sliow, 

All her knowledge, that shields not her breast from the foe, 
Shall be lost in the waves of the dust rolling cloud 
That our coursers around us shall raise as a shroud ! 

8o in this fresh invasion blot out and efface 
Every vestige of laws, and religion, and race. 

Then neigh in thy triumph my old trusty steed, 

And trample down people and kings in thy speed I 



CfAfitiel fte Vevgt* ct l^iioul tte ©ourcin 


ROMANCE. 

Fayel, ^poux de Gabrielle, 
Tourmeiitd de jaloux soup^ons, 

Avail cnfenn^ cette belle 

J^ans Ics plus afFreuses n^nnorteij( 

'^I'oiit arnant ctait redoubtable : 

Mais siKtout Courcy ralarinait ; 

Et Gabricllo fut coupabic, 

Des qu’il sut que Courcy Taimait. 


Elle employait cn vain les larmes 
Pour parvenir a le calmer : 

Ni sa jeimesse ni ses charmes, 

Rien ne pouvfjut le desarnier. 

“ Quel cst mon crime ?” disait-elle ; 
“ L’innocence devrait toucher : 

Je suis et je serai fidele, 
Qu’avez-vous a me reprocher 



Saliml ae VevQ^ attU Uaoul Ue ©ourcti. 


liOMANCK. 

l^^AYKL, the lord of Gabrielle, 

By jealous rage excited, 

Mis lovely wife imprisoned long. 

Her days of pleasure blighted, 

Of lovers most, be Courcy feared, 
Thought ’gainst him all combining, 
And when he knew that Courcy loved, 
Deemed her with love, too, pining. 


Poor Gabrielle, to calm his rage, 

Implored his pity often. 

But not her youth or graceful form, 

His iron heart could soften ; 

What is my crime vsaid slie with tears, 
My innocence should aid me, 

Faithful I am, and always was, 

With what do you upbraid me 



aABRIEL DE VERGY ET RAOUL, 1>E OOURCT. 

Cependant Courcy, le modele 
Des vrais et des parfaits amaiis, 

Ayant appris que Gabrielle 
Sontfrait les plus cruels tourrnons, 
un effort que Tamour memo 
N’approuva pas, sans en fremir, 

Des lieiix (pi’liabitc co qu’il airne 
II r^solut de se bannir. 


II part, et va joindre rarmcc» 
Dans les pays les plus lointains ; 
l]lle ^tait alors occup^e 
A combattre les Sarrasins, 

I) se met d'abord a la tete 
D(' deux cents chevaliers choisis 
Avec leiir secours il arrete 
Tons les efforts des ennemis. 


L’amour, le desespoir, la rage 
Tour a tour animant son coeur, 
Redoublfiient encor son courage ; 
Enfin il revenait vainqueur, 
Quand d’une blessure cruel lo 
Il se sent d^chirer le flanc : 
Krappd d’une atteinte mprtelle, 

11 toinbe baigne dans son sang. 
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When Courcy, pride and paragon 
’Mongst all devoted lovers. 

Of Gabrielle's imprisonment 

The groundless cause discovers, . 
He, witli an elTort truly grand, 

]>y noble fet'lings giudc'd. 

Resolved to (juit those spots he loved, 
The spot where she resided. 


To foreign strands he bends lus way 
To join the bold Crusaders, 

And fio[hts against the Saracens, 
The Holy Land’s invaders ; 

He heads two hundred cavaliers, 
And with their brave assistance, 
Succeeds in oftcring to the foe 
A glorious resistance. 


Despair and love, and rage by turns 
His warrior heart excited. 

And by his aid the Moorish hopes 
Of victory were blighted ; 

A mortal wound o’ertakes him now 
As ’gainst the foe he rushes. 

He staggers, falls, and from the wound 
His life’s streak hotly gushes. 

F 3 
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Alors, sentant sa fin procliaiiie, 

II (lemancle son ^ciiycr ; 

D’ line main qu’il conduit a peinr 
JI <5cTit sur son bouclier. 

Monlac arrivt^ tout on lanncs : 

‘^No ])laius point, dit-il, nioii (b'stin : 
Plains ])lutot cello dont Ics (‘harmos 
N’ont pu Hochir un inhumain. 


^‘’ Tu c.onnais inon amour extreme 
Pour m’obeir e’en est assez. 

Porte inon coenr a ce quo j’aime 
Avec ces mots quo j’ai traces, 
de remets ce soiii a ton zeie../’ 
n (^xpire et proiionce cnci)r 
Lo uorn ch6ri de Gabriclle 
J usque dans les bras de la inert. 


Victiine de I’obeissanco, 

Mcmlac ayaiit lexecute, 

l)\in maitre adore des I’enfanee 

La triste et tendre volonte, 

S’einliarqiie a Tiiistant pour la France : 
n arrive pres du cliateau 
i3u tyrau qui sous sa puissance 
Konferiiiait rolqet le plus beau. 
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As death draws nigh, his S(juirc he calls, 
And on his hucklor traces 
Some farewell words to her he loved 
In life and deatirs embraces, 

Weep not for mo, Moiilae/' he cries, 

"" ]>at weep for her whose beauty, 
Fails to inspire her cruel lord 
With fondness, love, or duty. 


If Monlae, for the love IVe shown. 
You feel yourself my debtor, 

“ Convey rriy heart to her I love 
“ Borne on this steel-bound letter.” 
l )('atli closes then his brief career, 
But, ill his last sigli, breathing 
The name of Gabrielle beloved, 

A prayer to her bequeathing ! 


Monlae, who loved DeCourcy inucli, 
A true and faitliful squirtg 
With melancholy zeal fullillcd, 

His master’s last desire ; 

He hastens back to France and finds 
The castle, where, in anguish, 

The fairest dame of Cliristendom, 

Is left to pine and languish. 



<;>ABRIEL DE VERGY ET RAOUL BE COURCY. 


^eiil confident de I’entreprisc, 

II attend un lieurenx moment ; 
Avec grand soin il se deguise, 
Pour reussir jdiis suremont ; 
Quand Fayel que I’inquiehulr 
Ne laissait jamais en repos, 

Le voit pres de sa 8olitud(% 

Le prend pour on de ses rival ix. 


11 arrete, et croit le connaltrc* ; 

II le perce de mille coups. 

Craignani tout des projets du rnaitr( , 
Rleu tf^chappe a ses yeux jalonx. 
Quel plaisir enivre son arne ; 

II voit le cceur, il en jouit ! 

Quel coup funeste pour sa flatnrne ! 
Il lit la lettre, il en fremit. 


Je voux, dit-il, que rimposture 
Cachant raflfreuse verite, 

Ce cmut aim(§ dc la j)a]jure 
Comme un mets lui soit prcsente : 
On obmt, et Tlicure arrive 
Ou Pou sort ce repas cruel. 
Gabrielle triste et craintive 
Approclie en tremblant dc Fayel. 
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Disguised, with no associate 
To mar his expedition, 

He waits the fitting moment, when, 
Tie may fulfil his mission ; 

But ever on his guard, Fa^el 
liemarks the new arrival 
JSear to the castle’s gloomy shade. 
And fears another rival. 


i^c^s rocoguized — ’tis known, alas ! 

Tliat Courcy is his master ; 

By Fay el’s jealous hand he’s stabbed, 
Who dreads some new disaster : 
Wliat maddening pleasure fills Ins soul. 
To view that heart so hated, 

And wdien the buckler’s seen, he swears 
Tliat vengeance shall be sated. 


That perjured heart in life she loved, 
Tliat heart that did adore her, 

As sorrie rare dainty divsh disguised. 
Shall yet be placed before her ; 

The cruel thought was prompt obeyed, 
The strange repast presented, 

The lady, at her lord’s command. 

With trembling steps attended; 
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Pour hater Tinstant qu’il espere, 

II offre, il presse, elle se rend ; 

Co mets, dit-il, a du te plaire ; 

Car c\^st le ca'ur do ton amant. 

Un froid mortef saisit ses sens. 

^ ^ 

Par un execs <lc barbaric 
Fay el preiid des soins superllus 
Pour la rappeler a la vie ; 

Mais elle n’etait d^ja plus. 


IL'IStattg tt 


CoMME dans les ^tangs assoupis sous les bois, 

Pans plus d’une ame on voit deux cboscs a la fois ; 
Le ciel, — qui teint les eaux a peine reinuees 
Avec tous ses rayons et toutes ses nuees, 

Et le vase, — fond mornc, aflPreux, sombre et dormant 
Oil des reptiles noirs fourmilleiit vaguement. 
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She eats the food her cruel lord 
Presents with kindness hellish, 
fie tells her ’tis her lover’s heart 
And must possess a relish ! 

if ^ ^ ^ 

She hears the word, slie falls, wliile he 
With heartless vain eiidc^avonr, 
Sec'ks to recall her senses back ; 

Her breath has fled for ever ! 


^Tanfe anil tfje S^oul. 


As iji soine stagnant tank by forest’s side, 

In human souls two things are oft descried ; 

The sky, — which tints the surface of the pool 
With all its rays, and all its shadows cool, 

The basin next, — where gloomy, dark, and deep, 
Through slime and mud unnumbered reptiles creep* 



He Fallamlireu^r. 


Kspkit de rhommc, un jour, sur ces ciint^s glact-("s^ 
Loin d’un monde odie^.pc quel souffle t'einporta ? 

Tu fus jusqu’au somme^ chass6 par tcs peiLsOcs ; 
Quel cliarme ou quelle horreur a la fin t’arnda ? 


Ce furent ces forets, ces tdnebres, cette oiidc, 

Kt ces arbres sans date, et ces rocs imraortcis, 

Et cet instinct sacr^ qui cherche un nouveau monde 
Loin des senders battus que foulent les mortels. 



>Taram6ro0a. 


W fiAT first l<*d the spirit of inaa to abide, 

Afar from ilu' world and its passions and pri(ie, 
In niountaiiis all covered with snow ? 

Say, was it the weight of a conscience oppressed 
Or nature in grandeur and majesty dressed, 

That drove him from regions below ? 


Say, was it tlie shade of those forests sublime, 
Those streams and those trees coeval with time, 
Tliose rocks so immortal and grand ? 

Or was it that heavenly instinct which leads 
rhe spirit of man to adventure and deeds, 

In search of an unexplored land ? 
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L’AISBAYE be VALLAM13REBSE* 


Tu nY v^cus pas seul ; sous cles formes divines^ 
Tes apparitions peuplerent ce beau lieu ; 

Tu voyais tour a tour passer siir ces collines 
L^esprit cle la tempete et le soufHc de Dieu, 


Sans doiite ils t’cnseignaicnt cc sublime langage 
Que ])cirle la nature au coeur des inalheureux ; 
Tu cornprcnais les vents, le tonnerre et Forage, 
Connne les Clemens se comprenneut entre eux. 


L’esprit do la priere et de la solitude, 

Qui plane ^sur les monts, les torrens et les bois, 

Dans ce <]u’aux yeux mortals la terre a de plus rude, 
Appela de tout temps les ames de son choix. 


Venoz, venez, dit-il ii I’amour qui regrotte, 

Au g6nie opprim^ sous un ingrat oubli, 

All proscrit que ton toit redemaiide et rejette, 
Au cijcur qui gouta tout et que rien n^a remplL 
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Whatever the cause not alone did he dwell, 
For man in his fancy embodied each dell, 
With beings of iicavtmlv form ? 

O 

O’er THouiitain and wlieresocv-er he trod, 
lie saw with ainazoniciit the finger of ( uul, 
In thunder and tempest and .storm. 


And doubtless tliesij taught him that lesson sublime, 
Wliieh nature vouchsafes in all ages of time, 

To those who have drank life’s alJov ; 

To tliese do the elements, raging, convey, 

A language intelligent, such as e’en they 
Compreliend with mysterious joy ! 


Tlie spirit of solitude, quiet, and prayer, 

That loves by the silence of woods to repair, 
By mountains and murmuring stream, 
Selects in all times from the mass of mankind. 
Those s])irits whom similar syrapatlues bind. 
Uncouth thougli they outwardly seem. 


Come, come, does it say to the lovers who mourn, 
To genius oppressed with the world’s bitter scorn, 
And crushed with corroding m'gloct ; 

To outlaw returning, repulsed from his hearth, 

To those who have tasted each pleasure on earth, 
And fojiriJ all their happiness wrecked. 
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x-’abbayb de vallambreuse. 


Venez, enfans du ciel, orphelins siir la ferre, 

II est eticor pour vous un asile ici-bas ! 

Mes tresors sont caches, ma joie est un inystcro, 
Le vulgaire Tadniire et ne la comprend nas ! 


Mais si votre oeil pensif au ciel s’tdeve encon ., 
Pour contempler la nuit qui se fond dans les airs, 
SI vous aiinez a voir les dtoiles cclore, 

Ou la luue onduler dans la lame des iners ; 


Si la voix du torrent, qui g^init dans rabinie 
Et se br^se en sanglots de rocher en roe her, 
A votre levrc encore arrache un cri subHine, 
Et force malgre vous vos pas a s’approelK r ; 


Couche sous ces sapins aux feuilles dentelces, 

Si votre oreille (•coutc avec ravissemcnt 
Glisser dans les rameaux ces brises modulfes 
Coinme les sons plaintifs d’un celeste instrument ; 



VALAMBROSA. 
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Como orphans of earth, cherished children of Ii^aven, 
For you here below an asylum is given, 

Re]>lete with mysterious charm ; 

The world may admlr(‘, but it cannot conceive, 

The magic delight kindred spirits receive, 

From pleasures so placid and calm. 


Hut yet if your eye w'ith a pensive delight 
Finds joy in beliolding beneficent night 
Dissolve in the ambient air ; 

If stars peeping forth from their dark purple sliroiid, 

(> the moon as she gleams tlirough the waves of a cloud, 
Can a moment of happiness share ; 


If a torrent convulsively bounding from rocks, 

Ihirsts sobbing with foam from the vehement shocks, 
It receives in its turbulent course, 

(.^an force thee in spite of thyself to draw nigh, 

And in accents of wonder unconscious to cry 
How grand and sublime in thy force ! 


if stretched ’neath the shade of a dark fringed fir, 
While tremulous zephyrs in playfulness stir 
Its arabesque leaves to and fro. 

Resembling some Seraphim music above, 

And draws from your heart admiration and love, 
As softly their wliisperings flow ; 

a ;5. 
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i/abbaye de vallambreusr. 


Si ce germc arraehc d’unc plan to divine, 
L’esp(5rance, en vos caMirs rnalgr^ vous reHeurit, 
Et croit dans le desert, pareille ji I'a ravine 
Que sans terre et sans can le rocher seal riourrit ; 


Si la priere enfin do ses pleurs vous iiionde, 

Et dcvant I’lnfim fait flechir vos gc'iioux,,; 

Ah ! veriez ; c^est trop pen pour vivn^ avec (‘c inonde. 
Mais c’est assez pour vivre avec le ciel et vous 1 


Woflve 


SuR la porte d’un beau jardiii 
Ces mots etaient graves : “ Jc doune ce parterre 
A quiconquc est content.” Voila bien rnon afbiire, 
Dit nil homnie tout has : j’ai droit a co terrein 
Pleiii de joie il s’addrcsse an rnaitre : 

“ I^our m’^tabler ici vous me voyez paraitre ; 

Jo suis content de mon destin.” * 

Le Seigneur lui repond : Cola ne saurait etre : 

Qui veut avoir ce qu’il n’a pas 
N’est point content : retournez sur vos pas.” 



VAT.AMCI10SA. 
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If hoi ){% b]es?;ed hope, that consoler iininatchcd, 
That genn from a heavenly origin snatciied, 
Your souls with its healing has crowned, 
In spite of yourself in aflliction it glows, 

Akin to tlie plant in the desert that blows. 

In a barren and waterless ground I 


If lastly the ])rayers that have sprung from your tears, 
(a)m])('l yon witli deep and devotional fears, 

At tli(‘ shriiit^ of God’s mercy to kneel, 

Oh eonu^ ! for the world has for you little charm, 

Yet still in the prospect of lu^aveifs bright calm, 

A jioace unexampled you’ll feel. 


Bmitfnl ©ffet. 


At the gate of a garden, suspended in view, 

W as a tablet de(*laring undoubtedly true. 

That on him who with life contended abode, 

Should this beautiful garden be freely beston ed ; 

This just suits me, quoth John, as the notice he saw, 
And believing his claim without blemish or flaw, 

He, the owner accosts, and demanded the ground, 
Since no mortal o-i earth more content could be found : 
But the master replies, “ You’re mistaken my man, 
And had better pass onward as fast as you can, 

For a person that washes for what he has not, 

Of necessity lives discontent with his lot.” 



iHotisr !»ur Ir Nil. 


Mi ■:S suLLirs, Tondc est plus fraiclie aiix premiers feux du 
“ Vt*iiez : I<‘ inoissonneiir repose eii son sejoiir ; [jour ! 

La rive ost solitaire encore ; 

“ iNFeinphis eleve a peine un murmure confus ; 

“ iilt nos chastes plaisirs, sous ces bosquets touffus, 

N’ont d’autre temoin que Taurore. 


All palais de nion pere on voit briller les arts ; 

Mais CCS bords pleins de fleurs charrnent plus incs regards 
Qu’un bassiii d’or ou de porphyre ; 

Ccs chants aerieiis sont mes concerts cheris ; 

Je prefere aux parfums qu’on brule eii nos lambris 
Le souffle embaume du zepliiro ! 



i1:lo£ir0 on ttje NUr. 


At the first ray of morning how fresh is the Nil(‘, 

The reaper still sleeps in his bed yet awhlh'. 

And tl le banks unfrequented will be, 

Scarce a voice in the city of Memphis is lu^ard, 

And beneath the thick bush we can bathe undeterred. 
Where no witness save Phabus can see. 


fn my father’s rich palace are vessels of gold, 

But these banks gemmed with flowers, Fd rather behold 
“ Than vases of silvery white. 

And the songs that the nightingale chants in the glade, 
And the breath of the zephyr that floats in the diade, 
‘‘More than perfume my senses delight ! 



MOISE SUK LE NIE. 


: I’onde est si calmc et le del est si pur 
Laissez sur ces buissons flottor les jdis d’azur 
»De VOS ceintures trans{)arcntes ; 

“ D<5tachez ma couronne et ces voiles jaloux ; 

“ Car je voux aujourd’hui folatrer avec vous, 

“ An sdii des vagues iiiurmuraiites. 


“ Ilatons noas...mais parmi les broiiillards du matin, 

“ Quo vois-je ? Regardez a Thorizon lointain... 

“ Nc cr<aignez rien, filles timides 1 ' 

C’est sans doute, par I’onde cntrainc vers les incrs, 

‘‘ Le trone d’un vieux palmier qui, du fond dc^s deserts 
“ Vient visiter les Pyramides. 


CJue dis-je ! si j’en crois mes regards indeds, 

“ C est la barque d’Hermes ou la conque d’Isis, 

Que pousse unc brisc Idgerc. 

“ Mais non : eVst un esquif on, dans un donx repos, 
J’appertjois un enfant qui dort au sein des Hots, 
Com me on dort uu sein de sa mere ! 


“ 11 sornmeille : et, de loin, a voir son lit flottant, 
“ On croirait voir voguer sur le fleuve inconstant 
Le nid d’une blanche colombe. 

Dans sa couche infantine il erre au gr6 du vent ; 
“ L’eau le balance, il dort, et le goufFre mouvant 
‘‘ Semble le bercer dans sa tombe ! 



MOSES ON THE NILE- 


“ My sisters then come, for tlic water is clear, 

“ Ilang your robes on the ^eeds that encompass us here, 
^ the amorous breeze let tliem waive ; 

Ci)mc, my coronet loose, and my vesture unbind, 

“ For tliis morning with you to disport I’m inclined, 

‘‘ On tlie breast of the murmuring wave. 


Let us haste — but what object is that which 1 see ? 

“ Through ilie mist of the morn, what my sisters to ye 
Docs that speck at a distance appear ? 

Tremble not, for no doubt, by the current caressed, 

“ ’'ris the bough of a palm tree that floats on its breast, 
“ From tlie desert swept down to us here. 


“ If my sight does not fail it would seem to my view, 
‘‘ Or of Isis or Hermes the fairy canoe, 

“Wafted on by the quivering breeze, 

‘‘ Ihit no — ’Tis a skiff where in innocent rest, 

Does an infant as if on its dear mother’s breast, 

“ Unfearingly slumber in ease. 


“At this distance, just cresting the billows above, 
“You might deem it tlie nest of a spotless white dove, 
“ As it floats on the dangerous wave ; 

^ In its infantine bed, undisturbed does it go, 

‘ Unaware of the darksome abysses below, 

“ That open their mouths for its grave,, 
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MOISK SUR LE NIL. 


< 

II s*<^veille : accouroz, 6 vierges dc Memphis ! 

II crie... Ah ! quelle mere a pii livrer son fils 
Au caprice des Hots mobiles ? 

II tend los bras ; les eaux grondent dc toute part. 
H^las ! coiitre la mort il n^a d’aiitre rempart 
Qu’un berceau de roseaux fragile s. 


Sauvons-le... — • C’est peut-'Ctre uii enfant d’lsrae 
Mon pere les proscrit : mon pore est bleu cruel 
De proscrire ainsi finnoccnce I 
“ Faible enfant ! ses malheurs out emu moii amour, 
‘'wTe- veux etre sa mere : il me devra le jour, 

‘‘ S'il nc me doit pas la naissaneef’ 


Ainsi parlait Iphis, fespoir d’un lloi puissant, 
Alors qu’aiix bords du Nil son cortege innocent 
Suivetit sa course vagabonde ; 

Et ces jeiines beautes qu’elle effaqait encor, 
Quand la Fille des Rois quitt» \t ses voiles d’or, 
Croyaient voir la Fille de fOnde. 


Sous ses pieds delicats d6ja Ic flot fr^mit, 
Tremblante, la pitid vers Fenfant qui g<$mit 
La guide en sa inarche craintive ; 

ICUe a saisi fesquif ! fiere dc ce doux poids, 
L’orgueil sur son beau front, pour la premiere fois, 
Se mele a la pudeur naive. 
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>t08ES ON THF XfLi:. 

‘■01^ ! ye virgins of Memphis behold lie awakes : 

‘^Ilark !”hocries — ‘‘oli ! what motlu^rhcrchildtlius forsake ,‘v. 

On a fid(^ so capricious and nind : 

‘‘ His arms are outstretched ; and the wav(‘s are immense, 
And a cradle of rushes his only defence, 

T4ainst a death so relentless and sad ! 


' Let iis save him/’ she cries, “for ])erhaps ’tis a ehilil 
^ Of that race \\liom my father, by hatred beguiled, 

“ I*ursii(\s witli such rancorous rai^e : 

' F('('l)l(' infant, my In^art is distressed at thy woe, 

‘ dlioiigh my child thou art not, yet thy life thou wilt owe 
“ To one who thy cares will assuage.’' 


Thus Iphis, the daughter of Pharaoh, outspeaks, 

And then with her virgins she hastily seeks 
Where the infant was rocked on the tide ; 

And sur])assing in beauty the maids of her train. 

They thought it was Aphro^'de sprung from the main 
^ robeless she stood by their side. 


Tbideterred by her fears, and with love for her guide. 
And buffeting bravely the turbulent tide, 

For. the cradle she wistfully seeks, 

She has seized it at last, and rejoiced at her prize, 
h\ her breast unexpected emotions arise, 

Pride and modesty tinging her cheeks. 

IT 
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MOTSE StlR tB NIL. 

Bientot tlivisant rondo et brisant Ics roseaux, 
bjllo apporto a pas ]ents reiifant saiivc des eaux 
Sur le bord de I’aronc limnido ; 

Kt ses sueurs tour a tour, au front du nouveau-ne, 
Offrant lour doiix sourire a son coi] etonnc, 
De])Osaient uu baiser timide ! 


Accours, toi qui, de loin, dans nn douto crnoJ, 
Snivais des yeiix ton fils sur (jui vc illait le eiel : 

Viens ici coinme iin etrangere ; 

Ne (!rains rien : on pressant Moise (. ntre tes bras, 
Tes pleurs et tes transports no to traliiront pas. 
Car Iphis u’est pas encor inoTo ! 


Alors, taiidis qii’heurense et d’un pas trioinpliant, 
Ijs Vierge an roi farouche amenait I’humble enfant, 
Baigiic des larrnes maternelles, 

On entendait on eliocur, dans les eieux etoilcs, 

Des anges, devant Dieu de leurs ailos voiles, 
Chanter les lyres eternelles. 


No gemis plus, *Jacob, sur la terre d’e5dl : 

Ne mele plus tes pleurs aux flots impurs du Nil : 
“ Le Jourdairi va t’ouvrir ses rives ; 

“ Le jour enfin approche ou vers les champs promis 
Cressen verra s’enfuir, malgre leurs ennemis, 

Les tribus si longtemps captives. 
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MOSES ON THE NILE. 

Now pushing asitle tlie thick reeds with one haild, 

With the other she cautiously draws to the land, 

Tliis child of the Israelite race. 

WiiiJst her maidens in turn press the babe in tlieir arms, 
Who. gazing upon tliem scarce free from alarms. 

They in tenderness fondly embrace. 


Oh thou ! wlio art watching thine infant with fear. 
As a stranger a})proach, and adore with i#tear, 
'rhat (jod who snob mercy has shewn ; 

Nor think that the y<'arnings a mother must feel 
For her babe, can to. Iphis tby secret reveal. 

Since no child has she got of her ow n. 


When triumphant the group with the infant apj)ears, 
Whom its mother so fondly bedews with her tears. 
At tlie palace, with Ipliis along, 

There was heard in the air, and in heaven above, 
The chorus of angels repeating in love, 

* This benignant and glorious^ong. 


‘ In this country of exile let Jacob no more 
‘ Mix his tears with the Nile, or his thraldom de])lore, 
in Canaan he soon shall abide, 

^Now the moment is nigh when the whole Jewish host, 
‘ Notwithstanding their fees, shall escape from the coast 
They so long have in bondage been tied. 

. H 2 
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MOISE SUR LE NIE. 


Sons les traits d’un enfant clelaiss6 sur les fiots 
^ C’est I’elu du Sina, e’est le roi des Flf'anx, 

^ Qii^ine vierge same dc I’onde ; 

“ Mortals, vons doiit I’orgueil ini5conn?iit FEtcrnel, 
‘‘ Flecliissez : un berceau va sauver Israel, 

“ Un berceau doit sauver le monde I” 


la ^rutile* 


1)e ta lige detacbee, 

Pauvre feuille dessechee, 

Ou vas-tu ? Je n’en sais rien ; 
li’orage a brise le cliene 
Qui seal ^tait men soiitien. 

Le zephyr ou Taquilon 
Depnis ce jour me promene 
De la foret a 4 b. plainc, 

Ue la montagne au vallon ; 

Je vais ou le vent me meiie, 
Sans me plaindre on m’effrayer ; 
Je vais ou va toute chose, 

Ou va la feuille de rose 
Et la feuille de laurier. 



MOSES ON THE NILE. 


I 


“ For he whom a virgin has snatched from the grave, 

Is the scourge tliat shall drown Pharaoh’s host in the wave 
“ And of Sinai Lawgiver supreme ; 

“ 0 ye mortals reflect, who my prophets despise, 

‘‘ From a cradle a vSaviour in Israel shall rise, 

“ And a cradle the world shall redeem !” 


Cijf flrraf— sailrgonn 


Detach’d from thy protecting hougii, 

Say I withered leaf where wand’rest thou ? 
Alas ! the oak from which I sprung 
T3y raging storms was prostrate flung, 

And ever since that fatal hour, 

The sport of elemental power, 

I’m whirled unceasing o’er the land 
By cutting blasts or Zephyrs bland ; 
Where the inconstant breezes hlow^ 
Without complaint or fear I go, 

From forest depths to arid plain, 

O’er hill and . valley back again : 

For time doth not the rose leaf save. 

Nor laurel bays that crown the brave. 

For all on earth must pass away, 

And Nature’s changeless laws obey. 

II 3 



(Hina fWai I 82 i. 


Des Espagnols m’ont pris sur leur navire, 
Aiix bords lointains ou tristement j’errais. 
Humble d<5bris d’un b^ro’ique empire, 
JWais dans I’Lide exile mes regrets. 

Mais loin du Cap, apres cinq ans d’absence, 
Sons )e soJeil, je vogue pins joyeux. 

Pauvre Soldat, je reverrai la France : 

La main d’lm fils me fermera les yeux ! 


Dieux ! le pilote a cri4 : Sainte-IIelene ! 
Et voilii done oii languit le h^^ros ! 

Bons Espagnols, la s’eteint votre haine : 
Nous maudissons ses fers et ses bourreaux, 
Je ne puis rien, rien pour sa delivrance ; 
Le temps n’est plus des tr6pas glorieux ! 
Pauvre Soldat, je reverrai la France : 

La main d’un fils me fermera les yeux ! 



mje dftftij of mnv 1821 . 


Spaniards have liorno me, on a gallcoii’s deck, 
From distant lands where I in sorrow dw’elt ; 

A mighty nation’s pitiable wreck, 

( >n India’s shores my grief, tliougli dumb, was felt 
Hut years of absence liaving onward rolled, 

Far from the Cape the exile checks his sighs ; 

I shall again, poor Soldier, France behold, 

And filial 1 lands will close my dying eyes ! 


TIo ! Saint Helena !^ow the steersman cries ! 
There then a Hero in bis chains desponds ! 
Spaniards regard : there all your hatred dies : 
Come, enrse with me his jailor and his bonds ; 
For his escape no scheme can I unfold, 

The days arc gone for deeds of enterprise : 

I shall again, poor Soldier, Franco behold. 
And filial hands will close my dying eyes ! 
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LE CINQ MAI 1821. 


F6ut-Stre il dort, ce boulet invincible 
Qui tracassa vingt trdnes a la fois. 

Ne pcut-il pas, se relevant terrible, 

Aller mourir sur la tete des rois ? 

All ! ce roeber repousse Tespcrance : 
L’aigle n’est plus dans Ic secret des dienx. 
Pauvre Soldat^ je reverrai la France : 

Iva main d un fils me fermera les yeux. 


II fiitignait la Victoirc a Ic suivre : 

Kile eta it lasse ; 11 no ratteiulit pas. 

Train deux fois, ce grand horn me a suivre ; 
!^]ais quels serpens enveloppont ses ])as ! 
De tout Iciurier uu ])olson est ressencc' ; 

La mort couroniK* im front victoricnix. 
Pauvre Solilat, ie reverrai la France 

i 

La main dVn fils me fermera les yeux. 


Des qu’on signale une nef^agabonde, 
Serait-ce lui ! disent les potentats : 

Vient-il encor redemander le monde ? 

‘‘ Armons soudain deux millions de soldats.” 
Et lui, peut-etre, accabl^ de souffr^ince, 

A la patrie adresse ses adieux. 
l^auvro Soldat, je reverrai la France : 
La^main d’un fils me fermera les yeux. 



THE FIFTH OF MAY 1821 . 
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Perhaps he sleeps! that mind so vast and dee]p, 
Which luirlcnl to earth time-honored dynasties ! 
May it not still, awahing from its sleep, 

Make despot-monarciis tremble ere it dies ? 

I'hcse rocks, alas, all hope and chance withhold ! 
The eagle now is banished from the skies ! 

I shall again, poor Soldier, France behold, 

And hlial hands will close my dying eyes ! 


Victory no longer answered to his call, 

She was fatigued ! for her he would not stay ; 

And twice deceived, this great man lived through all ; 
Put ’iieath his feet what snares insidious lay ! 

A poison lurks beneath the laurel’s fold ; 

The victor^s brow by death encircled lies ; 

I shall again, poor Soldier, France behold. 

And filial hands will close my dying eyes ! 


When for strange sail the signal flag ’s unfurled, 
“ Is not that he ? say kings in sore amaze, 

‘‘ Comes he again to re-demand the world ? 

‘‘ Quick let us arm ! let million cannons blaze !” 
Whilst he perhaps, with sorrow uncontrolled, 
Wafts to his land his last farewells and sighs ! 

I shall again, poor Soldier, France behold. 

And filial hands will close my dying eyes ! 



B2 I,E CINQ MAI 1821. 

Grand de g^iie et grand de caractcre, 

Pourquoi du sceptre arma-t-il son orgueil ! 

Bien au-dessus des trones de la terre, 

11 apparait brillant sur cet ^cueiL 
Sa gloire est la, comme le phare immcns " 

D’lui nouveau monde, et d^un inonde troj) vieux. 
T^anvro Soldat, je revetrai la France : 

La main d’un fils me fermera les yeux. 


Bons Fspagnols, que voit-on au rivage ? 

Gn dra])eau noir ! ah ! grand dieiitec. ! ^Je fremis ! 
Quoi I lui muurlr ! 6 gloire, quel veuvage ! 
Autour de moi pleurent ses eiinemis. 

Loin de ce roc nous tuyons en silence, 

L^astre du jour abandonne les cieux. 

Pauvre Soldat, je reverrai la France : 

La main d’un fils me fermera les yeux. 



THE FIFTH OF >IAY 1821. 
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In genius great, in character sublime, 

Why with tlir sceptre did he arm his pride ? 
Far, ‘far above all thrones of earth, or time, 
Superb he strides that island’s rock -girt side ! 
And as a light to worlds both new and old 
His mighty fame In St. Helena lies ! 

1 shall again, poor Soldier, France behold, 
And filial hands will close my dying eyes ! 


Quick, Spaniards say — what sec you on the shore ! 
A sable flag ! 0 Heaven ! how reels my head 
That he should die ! 0 fame what grief ’s in store ! 
His foes around me tears of sorrow shed : 

Far from that rock we fly in silence cold, 

The day-star now in sadness quits the skies ! 

1 shall again, poor Soldier, France behold, 

And filial hands will close my dying eyes ! 


Note. — Of all the people of Europe the Spaniards were those 
^ who had the g’ravcst cause of complaint ag’ainst Napoleon. Be- 
raiijrer, in placing* his soldier, on a vessel of that nation intended to 
point out to what extent the misfortunes of this j^eat man had 
reconciled even his greatest enemies with his Fame — and with re- 
ference to the 5th line of tlie 4th stanza he observes, that indepen- 
tlcutly of the fact of an active poison being* extiact^jd from the 
laurel, it must be borne in mind that at the time of Napoleorfs 
death, it was very currently reported, even among^st well enlig'ht- 
♦*ned persons, that he had been poisoned. 



^itnc Uartttr^ ou <i?on0olation. 


ToiriiEZ, larines silencieuses, 

S Jir uiic terro sans pitin 

Non plus enfn* des mains [)Ieuses, 

Ni siir le sein de I’amiti^ ! 

Toinbez commc une aride pluie 
Qiii rejaillit siir le rocher, 

Que nul rayon du ciel n^essuie, 

Quo nul souffle ne vient s6cher. 

Qu’importe a ces hommes mes freres 
Le coeur bris6 d’uii malheureux ? 
Trop au-dessus de mes miseres, 

Mon iiifortune est si loin d’eux ! 



€l)e Cear, or Consolation. 


Oil let it fall, the silent tear, 

Upon the heartless ground, 

No longer on the breast sincere, 
Where sympathy is found ! 

Oh let it fall, as sterile rain 

That sparkles on the rocks, 

That scorns the summer^s ray as vain. 
And every zephyr mocks. 

# 

What cares the 'fickle world around 
A broken heart to sec ? 

No pity in their hearts is found, 

No tenderness for me. 



UKE I.AHME, OU CONSOLATION. 


Jamais sans doute aucunes larmes 
N* obscurciront pour eux le ciel ; 
Leur avenir n’a point d’alarmes, 
Leur coupe n’aura point de fiel. 

Jamais cette foule frivole, 

Qui passe en riant devant inoi, 
N’aura besoin qii’une parole 
Lui dise ; Je pleure avec toi ! 


lie bien ! nc cherchons plus sans cesse 
La vaine pitie des huinains ; 
Noiirrissons-iious de nia tristesse, 

Et cad ions irion front dans nies mains. 


A rheiiro ou Fame solitaire 
S’enveloppe d’uii crepe noir, 

Et ii’attciid plus rien de la terre^ 
Veuve de son dernier espoir : 


Lorsque I’amitic qui Foublie 
Se detourne de son chemin, 

Que son dernier baton, qui plie, 

Se brise et dechire sa main ; 

Quand Fliomme taiWe et qui redoute 
Le contagion du malheur. 

Nous laisse seul sur notre route 
Face a face avec la douleur ; 



THE TEAR, OR CONSOLATION; 
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Never for them the bitter tear 
Obscures their earthly joy, 

J^heir future is without a fear, 

No dregs their cup alloy. 

Of all the laughing crowd you heed, 

Not one conceives the hour 
When he lu’mself might feel the need 
Of consolation’s power. 

Then seek no more with vain desirt* 

The pity of our kind, 

But feed the secret silent lire 
Of anguisli in the mind. 

Wlien darkness wraps tlie sorrowing breast, 
And fills the soul with dread ; 

When cartli no longer oilers rest, 

And even Hope lias fled ; 

When friendship, grown indifferent, 

The hallowed tie forsakes ; 

And the last staff on which you leant 
Your hand rends as it breaks : 

When from misfortune’s cause, alas ! 

None will your friendship own ; 

And you, through stormy life, must paLss, 
Disconsolate, alone 1 

I 2 



TJNE LARME, OU CONSOLATION. 


Qiiand IWeiiir n’a plus de charmes 
Qui fassent desirer demain, 
quo I’amertume des larmes 
Est le seul gout de notre pain ; 

C'est alors qiie ta voix s’elcve 
Dans le silence de mon cceur, 

Kt quo ta main, mon J)ien ! sonlevo 
poids glace de mon douleiir. 

On sent tjuo ta toiidre parole 
A d'autros ne pout se meler. 
Seigneur ! et qu’(‘lle ue console 
Quo co'ux (pi’on n’a ])U consoler. 


Ton bras celeste nous attire 
(yomme un ami contre son emur. 

J^e monde qni nous voit sourire, 

Se dit ; IVou leiir vient ce bonhenr 

Kt Tame se fond en priere 
Kt s’enlretient avec les cieiix, 

Et les lannes de la paupiere 
Sechent d’elles-meme a nos yeux. 

Comme un rayon deliver essuie, 

Sur la branclie ou sur le rocher, 

Ea dorniere goutte de pluie 
Qu’aucime ombre n’a pu s^her. 



THE TEAR, OR CONSOLATION. 


When life does not a joy impart 
To make the morrow dear. 

And all that’s left to soothe the heart. 
— An agonizing tear ! 

’Tis then, O Lord, imparting peace. 
The soul drinks in Thy voice, 
Which bids the pangs of anguish cease, 
The spirit to rejoice. 


’Tis then Tliy Blessed AVord, we feel. 

Convoys a secret balm 
I'hat tends a wounded heart to heal 
No mortal man could calm. 

’Tis tlien as friend embraces friend. 
Thy arms around ns twine. 

And all our bitter sorrows end, 
Dispersed by Love Divine I 


’Tis then the soul delights to vspeak 
To God in earnest prayer. 

And tears that whilom coursed the cheek, 
No longer linger there ! 

As oft we see a wintry ray 

Pierce through some bushy cleft, 
And sweep the rainy drop away 

That darksome shades havc^ left. 



lie DaDtllon. 


J’allais ruvaiit (!o matin 
Dans notrc verto prairie, 
Quand un jiapillon badin 
Vint troubler ma reverie. 

Son voi l%cr, ses couleurs, 

Ses passageros ardours 
Lui gagnerent ma tendresse : 

J ’essay ai de I’attraper ; 

Mais vainement je m’empresse, 
A fair il a plus d’adresse, 

Et sait toujours m’echapper. 
Enfin, las du badinage 
De ce papillon volage, 

De fleurs je couvre ma main ; 

II y vole en assurance, 



€fie Slit ^llrgort). 


As over the meadows I wandered one day, 
In reveries pensive immersed, 

A Butterfly frolicked about me in play, 

And my sage cogitations dispersed ; 
The ephemeral bloom of this insect of light, 
With its colors of azure and fire, 
Conveyed to my mind such a ray of delight, 
That to catch it I felt a desire ; 

But all my endeavours this object to gain, 
Resulted in arrant disgrace, 

So a stratagem subtle I put into train, 

And gave up the profitless chase. 

I cover my hands with the myrtle and rose 
Where alights the poor insect deceived ! 
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AXLEGOBIE — tB PAPILBON. 


Mais la fermant soudoin, 

Je jouis da ma vengeance. 

Je vous tiens, petit mutin, 

Criai-je aiissit^t de joie, 

Vous devenez mon butin 
Vonez 9^, que Ton vous voie. 

Mais, lielas ! ma main s’ouvrfint, 

Je vois passer le brillant 
De ses deux gentilles ailcs, 

Avec cet email charmant 
Qiii me les rcndait wsi belles 
Qiiand il allait voltigeant. 

Pour lots, avec un sonpir 
Qui s’cchappe de ma bouche, 

Je dis : “ llival du Zephyr, 

Vous ressemblez au j)laisir ; 

On vous perd des (|iron vous touche.” 



TIIK BUTTERFLY AN ALLEGORY. 


So the pert little thing in my fingers I close. 

And my vengeance is fully achieved ; 

Aha ! in the pride of my heart did I say. 

So T Ve got you at last in my toils. 

Come forth from thy cage that at leisure I may 
l^^xamiue my beautiful spoils ; 

When I opened my hand I discovered, alas ! 

That its bloom was all tarnished and dimmed. 
Anti faded the colors that sparkled like glass 

When blithe o’er the meadows it skimmt'd ; 
And 1 said, as a sigh from my bosom was Jiieaved, 
Oh thou that with Z{‘])hyrs asj)ired, 

’Twixt pleasure and tliee is a likeness perceived. 

‘‘ For it fades when the object ’s atapiiretL” 



H^pmne ^ux DHom He IJutlUt. 


STROPHE. 

C'eux qui })ic*u.someiit sent inorts pour ]a patrk* 

Ont droit qu’a lour cercueil la fouhi vienue et pri(‘ ; 
Kntre les plus beaux noins, leur nom est le plus beau 
Toute gloire, pres d’eux, ])assc ct tombe dplieinere ; 

Ktj comme ferait uiie mere, 

La voCH d’un peuplc cutier les ben e (mi leur toirjboau 


cikeph- 

Gloire ii notre France etcrnclle ! 

Gloire a ceux qui sent morts pour ellc ! 
Aux martyrs ! aux vaillants ! aux forts I 
A ceux qu’enflamme leur exemple, 

Qui veulcnt place dans ce temple, 

Ft qui rnourront comme ils sont morts ! 



tn (ommentotatton of ttfoae lufio 
&ifti on t^vee gloriouo Hatio of Hul^. 


'rxiEY who with fond devotion die 
For freedom and for liberty, 

Command a nation’s lionored sigli, 

Fts gratitude and sympathy ; 

With noble deeds their names are fraught. 
Midst Heroes f/ie?/ the bright(‘.st shine, 
Compared with theira all glory’s nonglit, 
AH must to them their bays resign ; 

And mother-like, a nation brave, 

Tends o’er them in their deathless grave ! 

Give glory to those Patriots brave, 

Those martyrs to a sacred cause, 

Who rendered up their lives to save 
Fair France and her insulted laws ! 

And glory give to those who tread 
The footsteps of these Patriots pure, 

And thus, in yon bright fane, when dead. 
Possess a right of sepulture ! 



UYMNE AUX mMyS DE JUXLLET. 




STROPHE. 


CVst pour ces morts, dont Fombre est ici bienveime, 
Que le haut Pantheon cleve dans la nue, 

Au-dessus de Paris, la ville aux inille tours. 

La reiiie de nos Tyrs et dc iio| Babylones, 

Cette (’ouronne de colonnes 
Que le soleil levant redore tons les jours ! 


ctiiia'u. 


Gloirc a iiotre France eternolle ! 

Gloire a eeiix (|ui sunt morts pour e)le ! 
Aux martyrs ! aux vaillants ! aux forts ! 
A ceux qu’euflannne leur exemple, 

Qui v^eulent place dans ce temple, 

Et qui mourront comnie ils sout morts I 

STROPHE. 


Aiiisi, quand de tels morts sont couches dans la tombo, 
En vain Foubli, unit sombre ou va tout ce qui tombe. 
Passe sur leur sepulcre ou nous nous inclinons ; 

("hatjue jour, pour cux seuls se levant plus fidcle, 

La Gloire, aube toujours nouvellc, 

Fait luire leur memoire et redore leurs noms ! 



HYMN OK THOSE #HO I)1$0 ilT > JUtY. 

It is for men like these who die, 

Whose shades demand respect profound. 
That rising in the ambient sky, 

With classic columns circled round, 
Cloud-capt Pantheon, clothed in might, 

On which the sun diurnal sHines, 

O’er-crests in its majestic height, 

All Paris with her towers and shrines, 

That City which all nations name, 

As first in beauty as in fame ! 

Give glory to those Patriots bravo, 

Those martyrs to a sacred cause. 

Who rendered up their lives to save 
Fair France and her insulted laws ! 

And glory give to those who tread 
The footsteps of these Patriots pure, 

And thus, in yon briglit fane, when dead, 
Possess a right of sepulture ! 


When the Pantheon thus entombs, 
Victims of such a glorious strife, 

Each passing hour tlie more illumes 
The memory of their hallowed life ! 

In vain oblivion seeks to hide. 

Their grandeur in these humble graves ; 
Each passing day, with holy pride. 
Glory, her banner o’er them waives, 
And with a deathless voice proclaims, 
Their deeds and their exalted names ! 



V ^ nrstitte AtlX UORtS JtJttLET, 

^ . ■ ’• 

CHOEUR. 

Gloire a notre France etemelle ! 

Gloire cl ceux qui sont morts pour elle ! 

Aux martyrs ! aux vaillants ! aiix forts ! 

A ceux qu’ enflamme leur exemple, 

Qui veulent place dans ce temple, 

Et qui mourront comme ils sont morts ! 


ll9emot0eUe. 


Quand la demoiselle doree 
S’envole au depart des liivens, 

Sou vent sa robe diapree, 

Sou vent son aile est d&hireo, 

Aux miile dards des buissons verts. 


Ainsi, jeunesse vive et frele, 
Qui, t’egarant de tous cotes, 
Voles oiVton instinct tVppelle, 
Souvent tu dechires ton aile 
Aux epines des yoluptes. 



JULY. 

Give glory to those Patriots brave, 

Those martyrs to a sacred cause, 

Who rendered up their lives to save 
Fair France and her insulted laws! 

And glory give to those who tread, 

The footsteps of these Patriots pure, 

Who thus, in yon bright fane, when dead, 
Possess a right of sepulture ! 


SCtte IBvagon^dFlp* 


When the enamelled Dragon-fly, 
Perceives that winter draweth nigh, 
To Other lands she hies ; 

But often on some bushy thorn, 

H;iT bloom is spoilt, her wing is torn, 
7 As hastily she flies. 

Thus we in youth, inconstant, frail, 
With eager haste and flowing sail, 
Pursue each passing Joy ; 

Blit often on the thorns of bliss, 

Of Ifappiness the path we miss, 

And fondest hopes destroy ! 



^dFutte^te !^m0itton tt Diort Hu 

muu 


CoNDE, le grand Conde, que la France revere, 
Eecevaifc de son Roi la visite bien chere, 

Dans ce lieu fortune, ce brillant Chantilli, 

Long -temps de race en race d grands frais emhellL 
Jamais plus de plaisirs et de magnificence 
NWAient d’un Souverain signals la presence. 

Tout le soin des festins fut remis a Vatel, 

Du vainqueur de Eocroi fameux maitre d*hoteL 
II mit a ses travaux une ardeur infinie ; 

Mais, avec des talents, il manqua de g^nie. 

Accable d’embarras, Vatel est avftrti 

Que deux tables en vain reclamaient leur r^ti ; 

B prend, pour en trouver, une peine inutile. 

“Ah! dit-il, s’adressant a son ami Gourville, 

De larmes^ de sanglots, de douleur sufFoque, 

Je suis perdu d’honneur, deux rods ont manque; 



mountful Sltni^ition unO of 

'Fatel, 


When Concl^, pride of France, sumamed the Great, 
Received his cherished King with honored state 
In proud Chantilli, which through lapse of years 
Gained pride and splendour from its noble Peers. 
Never before did lavish wealth attest 
More grateful honor for a Royal guest. 

Vatel, who e’en the ffxtncd Kocroi surpassed. 

Made all arrangements for the grand repast ; 

Though lacking genius, he had talents rare, 

And filled his duties with assiduous care. 

Whilst worried and confused, some run to saj , 

Two tables want their roasted joints to-day ; 

Vatel, to rectify the fault takes pains, 

But futile all, for not one joint remains ! 

IJe then, his eyes suffused with bitter tears, 

With choking voice, and mind oppressed with fears, 
Turns to his ancient friend Gourville; and cries, 

Nq^ all is lo3^ now all my credit dies* 



102 " MOBT 

Un selil jour tletruira toute ma renommee ; 

Mes lauriers sont fletris, et la Cour alarmee 
Ne peut plus desortnais se reposer sur moi : 

J’ai train mon devoir, avili mon emploi..,,*.” 

Le Prince, prevenu de sa douleur extreme, 
Accourt Ic consoler, le rassurer lui-meme. 

anis content, Vetel; mon ami, calme-toi ; 
liion n’etait plus brillant que le souper du Roi : 
Va, tu n’as pas perdu ta gloire et mon estime ; 
Deux rotis oublies ne sont pas un grand crime.” 
‘^Prince, votre bonte me trouble et me^confond : 
Puisse mon repentir elfacer mon affront !” 


Mais un autre cliagrin faccable et le devore, 

Le matin, a midi, point de maree encore. 

Ses nombreux pourvoyeurs, dans leur marche entravc 
A I’heilre du diner n’etaient point arrives. 

Sa force I’abandoune, et son esprit s’effraie 
D’un festin sans turbot, sans barbue et sans raie. 

II attend, s^inquiete, et maudissant son sort, 

Appclle en furieux la maree ou la mort. 

La mort seule repond : Tinfortune s’y livre. 

Deja perce trois fois, il a cess^ de vivre. 



VATEL. - 1,03 

Two joints are missing ! thus in one short flay, 

The laurels of my life have passed away ! 

My liopes are crushed, my hmior too effaced, 

In me, no more, can confidence be placed, 

The Court will apprehend with reason just, 

IVe shunned my duties, and betrayed my trust. 

Quick to the Prince, Vatefs great grief’s conveyed. 

Who flies with haste to soothe him, not upbraid, 

“ Dear friend,” says he, “ cheer up, Pm quite content, 

The Royal supper was magnificent, 

Think not with me thy fame is minished aught, 

‘‘ Because two paltry joints escaped thy thought.” 

Prince,” says Vatel, unmerited your grace, 

“ Grant that repentance may the fault efface.” 

A new disaster, to this one combined, 

Completes the anguish of his fretful mind. 

No fish had come ! though vast the efforts made, 

To have it through purveyors quick conveyed ; 

But noon is passed, the dinner hour approached, 

Yet not one fish from all the neighbouring coast ! 

His mind, bewildered from its feverish state. 

Finds vent in swearing at his luckless fate. 

Nor can his honor contemplate the case 
Of dinner without turbot, cod, or plaice ! 

Patience exhausted, he, with frantic breath, 

Calls out at length for either fish or death — 

Reckless he chose the last I ’Tis Death replies, 

And pierced with three sharp wounds, he falls and dies ! 



^04 ! MOST DO ViktoD, 

Ses^ jours ^ient sauves, 6 regret ! 6 douleur ! 

S’il eut pu supporter un instant son malheur. 

A peine est-il parti pour Tinfemale rive, 

Qu’on salt de toutes parts que la maree arrive, 

On lenommc, on le cherche, on letrouve. Grands Dieux ! 
La Parque pour toujours avait ferm^ ses yeiix. 

Ainsi finit Vatel, victirae deplorable, 

Dont parleront long-temps les fastes de la table. 

P vous, qui, par etat, pr^sidez aux repas, 
Donnez-lui des regrets, mais ne Timitez pas. 




Le soleil va porter le jour a d’autres mondes j 
Dans riiorizon desert Phoebe monte sans bruit, 

Et jette, en penetrant les t^nfebres profondes, 

Un voile transparent sur le front de la nuit. 

V eyez du haut des monts ses cJart^s ondoyamtes 
Comme un fleuve de flamme inonder les coteaux, 
Donnir dans les vallons, pu glisser sur les pentes^ 
Ou rejaillir au loin du sein brillant d^ eaux. 

• ■ '■// V ^ ■ 

• lie de la H^diterran^e, dans le golfe de Naples. 



' VATEt.' 

Relentless Fate! that noi one moment gave 
To pluck Vatel from an untimely grave! 

His spirit scarce had fled its earthly frame 
Than voices loud the joyous news proclaim 
That fish arrive! Vatel is called and found. 

Stark dead alas ! and weltering on the ground ! 

Thus died Vatel — sad melancholy fate 
Which often epicures at feasts relate — 

And you, whose craft is o’er such feasts to tend. 
Shun his example, but lament his end. 


mm* 


To distant worlds day’s glorious orb departs ; 
The pale moon now her silent throne ascends, 
And to night’s front a limpid veil imparts, 

As through its gloomy vault her way she bends. 

As seas of flame, you mark her waving beams 
Sp^ad o’er the hill? from yonder mountain crest, 
Kindle the bosom of the rippling streams, 

Glide o’er each slope, and in each vsJley rest. 
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106 iscmAv 

La dou tense lueurT^ans Tombre repandue, 

^Teiiit du jour azure la pale obscurite, 
lit fait nager au loin dans la vague etendue 
Les horizons baignes par sa molle clarte. 

L’Ocean, amoureux de ces rives toauquifles, 

Calme, en baignant leurs pieds, ses orageux transports ; 
Et pressant dans ses bras ces golfes et ces iles, 

De son hutnidc -haleine en rafraichit les bords. 

Du dot qoi tour a tour s’avance et se retire 
L’oeil aime a suivre au loin le flexible contour : 

On dirait un amant qui presae en son delire 
La vierge qui resiste et cMe tour a tour. 

Doux comme le soupir d’un enfant qui sommeillc, 

Un son vague ct plaintif se repand dans les airs : 
Est-ct^ un echo du ciel qui charme notre oreille ? 

Est-ce un soupir d’amour de la terre et des niers ? 

11 s clove, il retombe, il renait, il expire, 

Coniine un coeur oppresse d’un poids de volupte, 

Il semble qu’en ces nuits la nature respire, 

Et se plaint comme nous de sa felicit^. 

Mortel, ouvre ton ame a ces torrents de vie ; 

Iie(;ois par tons les sens lea charmes de la nuit : 

A t’enivrer d’amour spn ombre te coxivi^; 

Son astre dans le ciel se leve, et le conduit 



i^mA. 
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Her doubtful light, in the extended gloom, 
With azure hues the pallid darkness tints, 
And, as her rays far distant space illume, 

A wavy outline on the sphere imprints. 

The ocean amorous of^hese tranquil shores, 
The wild cesses of his waves allays, 
Refreshing breezes round its coast outpours. 
And presses in his arms its isles and bays. 


And as the waves advance and then retire, 

Their constant varying form deliglits the eyes, 

Like lover clasping in his arms of fire 

The maid who now concedes, and now denies. 

Like sleeping infant’s murmurs, soft and clear, 

A plaintive voice through mid-air vaguely sighs. 
Perchance an echo from yon heavenly sphere ? 
Perchance the sea’s, or earth’s love ecstacies ? 

It rises, sinks, revives, and then expires, 

So lovers’ hearts o’erwhelming joys oppress, 

In nights like these all nature, free, respires, 

And sighs, as grieved, with too much happiness. 

Yield then thy soul to all the^ rapt delights, 

Let night’s soft charms through all thy senses glide, 
The shade pf^|ove thy fond embrace invites, 

Its rising star thy footsteps here will guide. 





ISCIJIA,. 


VoisHu ce feu lointain trembler sur la colline? 

Par la main cle 1’ Amour c’cst un phare allume ; 

La, comme un lis penclie, ramante qui s’incline 
Prete une oreille avide aux pas du bien-aime. 

La beaute, dans le songe ou sqp ame s’egare, 
Souleve un ceil d’azur qui refiechit les 
Et ses doigts, au hasard errant sur sa guitare 
Tettent aux vents du soir des sons mysterieux. 

o- 

^ Viens : Famoureiix silence occupe au loin Fespace 
^ VieUs du soir pres de moi respirer la fraicheur ; 

‘ C'est rheiire ; a peine au loin la voile qui s’efFace 
^ Blanchit, en ramenant le paisible pecheur. 

^ Depuis Fheure oii ta barque a fui loin de la rive 
‘ J’ai suivi tout le jour ta voile sur les mers, 

Ainsi quo de son lit la colombe craintive 
^ Suit I’ailc du ramier, qui blanchit dans les airs. 

»' 

‘ Tandis qu’elle glissoit sous Tombre du rivage, 

^ J*ai reconnu ta voix dans la voix des echos ; 

^ Et la brise du soir, en mourant sur la plage, 

‘ Me rapportoit tes chants prolonges sur les flots. 

‘ Quand la vague a gronde^ sur la cote 6cumante, 

‘ A I’etoile des mers j’ai murroure ton nom ; 

‘ J’ai rallume sa lampe, et de ta seule amante 
‘L’amoureuse priere a fait fuir Taquilon/ 



i^KjniA. 


16§: 


Ilegard that fire, which trembles on the hill, 

A torch that lover’s hands illuminate! 

Like bended lily, there, she watches, still, 

A^^ith anxious ear the footsteps of her mate. 

Beauty bewildered in a dreamy maze, 

Upturns to heaven an eye of heavenly light, 

And o’er the lute her touch unconscious strays, 

While thus she sings unto the winds of night. 

Come! amorous silence distance space pervades, 
Come ! with me breathe the evening’s balmy breeze, 
The fisherman recalled by darkening shades, 

“ ejuits for his peaceful home the threatening seas. 

*• Since that thy bark the sloping banks forsook, 

‘‘ Mine eye its course has followed o’er the main, 

“ So mourns the timid dove with upturned look, 

•• And courts her mate to seek their nest again. 

When 'neath o’ershadowing hanks thy sail glides b} , 
“ In Echo’s voice I seem thine own to hear, 

“ When on the shore the evening Zephyrs sigh, 

Thy wave-borne song is wafted to my ear, 

• 

Whefh chafing waves a coming storm declare, 

Thy name I’ve murmured to the evening star, 

‘‘ Her shrine IVe lit, and at thy l6veris prayer, 

‘‘ The hoisteroi;^ triads have sped to realms afar. 


L 



ISCHIA. 


llO 

“ Maintenant sous le ciol tout repose, ou tout aime : 
‘La vague eii ondulant vient dormir sur Ic hord ; 

‘‘La fleiir dort sur sa tige, et la nature menu* 

“ Sous le dais de la nuit se recueille et s’cndort. 

“ A^ois : la mousse a pour nous tapisse la valleo ; 

“ Le painpre s'y recourbe en replis tortucux, 

Lt I’haleiiK! de Toiide, a I’oraiiger melee, 

“ De ses fleurs quVdle elfeuilic embaiime mes choveux. 

A la molle elarte de la voute sereine 
“ Nous clianterons ensemble assis sous le jasmin, 

“ Jusqu’a riicure ou la lune, eii glissant vers Miseiie, 

“ Se perd en palissant dans Jes feiix du matin.” 

l^die cbante ; et sa voix par intervalle expire, 

ICt, dcs accords du luth plus faiblernent frappes, 

J^es cellos assoupis ne livrent au zephire 
Que des soupirs mourans de silences coupes, 

Celui qui, le coeur plein de delire et de flamme, 

A cette heure d’amour, sous cet astre Luichante, 
Sentirait tout a coup le reve de son ame 
S’auimer sous Ics traits d’une chaste beaute ; 

Cclui qui, sur la mousse, au pied du sycoiiiore, 

Au murmure des eauXj sous un dais de saphirs, 

Assis a ses genoux, de Tune k Tautre aurore, , 

N aurait pour lui parler que Taccent des soupiri ; 



ISCHIA. 


ni 


All now. is hushed in love’s serene repose, 

‘‘ Soft on the beach the curling billow creeps, 

The flowers in gentle rest their petals close, 

And ’iK'ath night’s canopy all nature sleeps. 

For us, is clothed with moss the silent bowa'r. 
O’er it the vine in fond festoons is hcait, 

The sea breeze amorous of the orange flower 
Embalms my ringlets with the stolen scent. 

‘‘ By the soft light of yon voluptuous moon, 

“ Near jasmine shrubs, alone, we’ll cliant our lay, 

“ Till, near Misenum’s brow, ln*r course shall soon 
‘‘ Be merged in transcendental beams of day.” 

She sings ; her sinking voice but slowly chimes, 
'I’o dying numbers struck upon the lyre. 

And sl(?epy echo only wafts at times, 

The faltering sound of sighs as they expire. 


He thldugh whose breast ecstatic visions roll, 

In hours like these, when shines that star above, 
Shall feel the aspirations of his soul. 

Burst into, life beneath some form of love. 

He who extended near the murmuring tide, 
Beneath the azure sky and linden tree, 

From morn to morn reposing by her side, 

With sighs alone, shall speak his ecstacy. 

L 2 



ISCHIA. 




Celili (]ui, respirant son haleine adoree, 

Sentirait ses cheveux, souleves par les vents, 
Caresser eii passant sa paupiere efflcuree, 

On rouler siir son front leurs anneaux oinloyaiis 

Celui (|ui, suspendant les heures fugitives, 

Fixant avec rainour son ame en ce beau lieu^ 
Oublirait quo le temps coiile encor sur ces rives, 
>Serait-il uii mortel, ou serait-il un dieu ! 

Ft nous, aux doux penchans de ces verts Ely see 
Sur ces bords oii Tainour eut cache son Eden, 
Au inurumre plaintif des vagues apaisees, 

Aux rayons endormis de I’astre elyseen ; 

Sous ce ciel ou la vie, oii Je bonheur abonde, 
Sur t es rives que I’oeil se plait a parcourir. 

Nous avons respire cet air d’un autre nionde, 
Elise !..,et cependant on dit qu’il faut niourir ! 



ISCHIA. 


He who inhales liis loved one’s fragrant breatii, 
While gentle Zephyrs play amidst her hair, 

Shall feel her tresses with his locks enwreath, 
And waving float upon liis forehead fair. 

He who still seeks the flitting hours to stay. 

His soul concentred in this lovely spot 
Shall fail to note the moments glide away ; 

More his an Heavenly, than a mortal lot ! 

Near yon Elysian fields, liow oft our souls. 

On shores where love his Eden would conceal, 
Where ocean’s wave its plaintive murmur rolls, 
And starry rays with soothing influence heal ; 

Beneath this sky so full of life and bliss, 

On these bright shores so lovely to the eye, 

Our souls, the air of other worlds than this. 

Have breathed, Elise ; and yet we ’re born to die 



iru Hettple. 


' On parlera de sa gloire 
Sons le chaiime bien long-teinps 
L^hutnble toit, dans cinquante ans, 
Ne connaitra plus d’autre histoire. 
La viendront les villageois 
Dire alors a quelque vieillc : 

Par des recits d’autrefois, 

Mere, abr^gez notre veille. 

Bien, dit-on, qu’il nous ait nui, 

Le peuple encor le revere, 

Oui, le revere. 

Parlez-nous de lui, grand’mere ; 
Parlez-nous de lui. 



Cfie Itleople^d temint0cen(e0 of Napolfon. 


Tiikke^s not a cottage humbly tliatcbed, 
In fifty years ox so, 

That, shall not of his fame unmatched 
Delight to hear and know ! 

'rhe villagers will then resort 
To some kind aged Dame, 

To make their summer evenings short, 
By hearing of his fame. 

’Tis said, he’s injured us, but all 
His name in reverence hold. 

Then Granny dear, some acts recall, 
And what you’ve seen unfold,” 
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LES SOUVENIRS DU PEUPEE. 


Mcs enfants, dans ce village, 
Suivi dcs rois, il passa. 

Voilii bien long-temps dc ^ii : 
Je venais d’eiitrer cn menage. 
A pied grimpant Ic coteau. 

Oil pour voir je m’etais mise, 
II avait petit chapeau 
Avec redingote grise. 

Pres dc Ini je me troublai ; 

11 me dit: Ponjoar, ina^cbercj 
Bonjonr, ma cliere. 

11 vous a parle, grand’mere ! 

II vous a parlc ! 


L’an apres, moi, pauvre femme, 
A Paris etant mi jour, 


J e le vis avec sa cour : 

II se rendait a Notre Dame. 

Tous les coeurs etaient contents ; 

On admirait son cortege. 

Cbacun disait : Quel beau temps ! 

Le ciel toujours le protege. 

Son sourire ^tait bien doux ; 

D’un fils Dieu le rendait pere, 

Le rendait pere. 

Quel beau jour pour vous, grand’mere ! 
Quel beau jour pour vous ! 
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Well then, he passed tliis village through, 
Kings riding by his side, 

. It’s very long ago — 'tis true, 

1 was just then a bride ; 

J climbed yon hill, whereon I sat, 

His person well to note, 
tie wore a small three-cornered liat. 

And his grey riding coat : 

I trembled much when he came near : 

“ Good morrow dear,” said lie. 

What Granny ! did ho call you dear ? 

“ How kind he was to thee.” 


In Paris, I, the following year, 

Was strolling through a street, 

At Notre Dame 1 saw him near, 

Pass on with all his suite ; 

The crowd was pleased at such a sight. 

The show indeed was gay, 

The w eather w^as most calm and bright ; 

Heaven favors him, they say : 

He smiled on all ; God made him glad, 
For he had now a boy. 

“ Oh! Granny, what a sight you had, 

“ How great indeed your joy 



LES SOUVENIRS DU PEUPLE. 


Mais, quand la pauvre ChampagiK* 
Fut cn proic aux ctrangc^rs, 

Lni, bravaiit tons les dangers, 
Semblait seul tcnir la eanipagne. 
IJn soir, tout conime aujoiiririuii, 
J’entends frapper a la porte ; 
J’oiivre, bon Dieu! a etalt lui 
Suivi d’une faible escorte. 

II s’asseoit ou me voila, 

S’ecriant : Ob, quelle^ guerre! 

Ob, quelle guerre! 

— II s’est assis la, grand’mcre ! 

E s’est assis la! 


J’ai faim, dit 11 ; et blen vitc 
Je sers piquette et pain bis ; 

Puis il sccbe scs habits, 

Meme a dormir le feu Tinvite. 

Au r^veil, voyant mes pleurs, 

II me dit ; Bonne esperancc! 

Je cours de tons ses malheurs, 
Sous Paris, venger la France. 

II part ; et comme un tresor 
J’ai depuis gardd son verre, 

Garde son verre. 

— Vous Favez encor, grand’mere ! 
Vous Tavez encor! 



THK t'KOPLE’s REMINISCENCES OF NAFOEFON, 1 19 

lint when our sorrowing land did groan, 

’Neath for('igu anus and strife, 
lie secuKal to stem the tide alone, 

(^uite rcck]('ss of his life ! 

( )iie niglit a knock I heard (jnite ^lain. 

As 1 just now might hear, 

I opc tlie door ; ’twas he again, 

Witli some few follow'ers near ; 

Agaipst those wars he raved away, 

All seated in that chair: 

‘fWhat, Granny ! do yon mean to say 
That really he sat there ?” 


Some food, cries he ; at his desire, 

I serve poor wine and bread, 

He dries his clothes, and by the fire 
In sleep reclines his head: 

On waking up, he sees my woe, 

Cheer up, says lie, good dame, 
’Neith Paris’ walls, I’ll strike a blow, 

For France’s tarnished fame ! 

Away he went, as token dear 
His glass I treasure up : , 

What, Granny, wliat ! you have it here, 
“ The very selfsame cup?” 
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LES SOUVENIRS DU PEUPLE. 

Le void — mais a sa perte 
Le Heros fut cntraine. 

Lui qii’ un pape a couronne, 
Est mort dans ime ile deserte. 
£|jgng -temps aucun ne Fa cm ; 
On disait : II va paraitre. 

Par mer il est accoiiru ; 
L’etranger va voir son maitre. 
Quand d’erreur on nous tira, 
Ma douleur fut bien apide ! 

Fut bien amcre ! 

Dieu voTis b^inira, grand’inero ; 
Dieu vous benira. 


na trantanHier. 


De Famandier tige fleurie, 
Symbole, hdas 1 de la beaute, 
Comme toi, la fleur de la vie 
Fleurit et tombe avant Fete. 
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Yes, liere it is ! — His fate was bound 
In treachery and guile ! 

Alas ! that lie a Pope liad crowned, 
Should die in such an Isle. 

Long time, tliey said it couhl not be, 
Tliat lie would re -appear. 

That ipiick he’d fly across the sea, 
And make all nations fear. 

Ah ! unremitting was my grief, 

W^hen I the sad trulh knew. 

“ Granny, may God send you relief ! 
And He will bless you too !'’ 


^imonn Mvamtf, 


FloWERINO branch of the Almond tree. 
That it, alas ! should symbol be, 

Of beauty sweet ; 

The flower of life akin to thee, 

Blooms with the summer rapidly, 

And passes fleet ! 
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I.A BRANCUR d’AMANDIRR. 


Qa\^n la nrgligo ou qu’cti la cueille, 
Dc Jios fronts, des mains de rainoiir, 
Kile s’echappc fculllc a fcuiPo, 
Coinme nos plaisirs jour u jour. 


Savourons ses courtes deliecg ; 
Disputons-les ineme an zephyr : 
Epuisotis les rians calicos 
De ces parfiims qui vont mourir. 


Souvont la beaute fugitive 
Ivcsseinble a la flour du matin 
Qui, du front glace du convive, 
Tombe avant I’heure du festin. 


Un jour tombe, un autre se love ; 
Le printemps va s’^vanouir ; 
Chaque fleur que le vent enleve 
Nous dit : Hatez-vous d’en jouir. 



THE ALMOND BRANCH. 
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Whether ’tis left to drooj) and bow, 

Or plucked from the <Midcariiig ])rovv 
By love’s embrace, 

Yet do its leaves fade day by day. 
Bike pleasure’s dreams that pass away, 
With scarce a trace. 


I.et us each brief amusement seize. 
And even with the balmy breeze, 

The prize compete ; 

Nor lot one f ramie flowtaaU, <lie, 

Till first we\(' drained its chalice dry, 
Of nectar sweet. 


For fleeting charms may oft compare, 
To flow(*rs which in the scented air 
Of dawn you cull ; 

Which ert* the banquet board is spread. 
Fall prostrate from the rev’ller’s head. 
All pale and dull ! 


To parting day doth day succeed, 
And spring with unrelenting speed, 
Will soon be gone. 

Each leaf the zephyrs blow along. 
Bids us enjoy with mirth and song, 
Life’s sunny morn. 


2 
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!LA BRANCH]: h’AMANBIER. 


Kt, piiiisqu’il faut qu’elles perissent, 
Qii’clles perissent sans re tour ; 

Quc les roses nc se fletrissent 
Que sous les levres de ramour. 


Contii^ (a 


IvA Tom be dit il la Rose, 

— Des pleurs doiit I’aube t’arrose 
Que fais-tu, flour dcs amours ? 

Ta R ose dit a la tombe ; 

— Quo fais-tu de ce qui toinbo 
Dans ton goufFre ouvert toujours? 
Ta Rose dit: — Tombeau sombre, 
De ces pleurs je fais dans rombre 
IJn parfuin d’ambre et de miel. 

Da Tombe dit : — Fleur plaintive 
De chaque ame qui m’arrive 
»Te fais un ange du ciel ! 
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Since ’tis decreed by powers above, 

That every thing on eartli we love, 

Decays and dies ; 

Take heed that not one rose shall fade, 

Save on the lips of that fair maid. 

Whose love you prize. 


Clje Comli anti tlj^e 


With those bright tears of limpid dew, 
Whitih on thy leaves each morn I view. 
What dost thou flower of beauty do ? 
One day demands a tomb : 

The Kose replies ; in stilly night, 

With those sweet tears of pearly white. 
Are fed my flowers of rich delight. 

That all around perfume ! 

And what awaits, demands the Rose, 
Those, at the eve of life’s last close, 
Who with their weight of sins and woes, 
Are cast in thine abyss ? 

All pass my portals, Death replies, 

For every mortal being dies, 

But from my womb they all arise 
Angels of love and bliss ! 


M 3 



ILa Kenommrr 


Qukllf. ost cettc Deesso onornic, 
Ou pliitot ce mon.stre {liffbniK', 

Tout convert (Foreilles ct d’yeux, 
Dont la voix n‘sst‘ml)le au tonncrre, 
Kt (jui des pieds toiicliant la terre 
Cache sa tote dans Ics cieux ? 

C’est rinconstante llenommee, 

Qui, sans cesse los yeux oiiverts, 
Fait sa revue accoutuniee 
Dans tons les coins de runivers. 
Toujours vaine, toujonrs errante ; 

Et messagere indifferente 
Des v^rites et de Terreur, 

Sa voix, en mcrveilles feconde, 

Va chez tous les peoples du monde 
Semer le bruit et la terreur. 



dPame. 


VViiKTllER Goddoss or Monster thou art, 
IniininLso is thy indij(MU'e hero, 

Kxtonding thyscdf to each part 
Of Nature’s terrestrial sphere ; 

For pregnant witli ears and with eyes. 

Like thunder thy voice spreads around, 

Thy head reaches,, up to tlic skies, 

Thy feet over trail on the ground ; 

O Fame ! thou art folse and untrue, 

And with eyes never closed from thy birth, 
Lost scan in accustomed review, 

Fach corner and nook of the earth ; 

If error or truth it concerns, 

Fallacious will be thy report, 

For vain and inconstant by turns, 
Perversion is ever thy sport ; 

Thy voice with prolific increase, 

Is heard in each part of the world, 

Which, foe unremitting of peace, 

Bears the banner of discord unfurled. 





Lo conseil municipal do la vill(i do Paris a refuse do dun nor 
six pieds de torro dans le cimetiere du Pcro-La-Chaisc pour 
lo tombeau de la veuve de Junot, ancien guuvorneur d(i Paris. 
Lemiiiistre do rint^riour a ^galoiuont rofus^‘ un morooau dt; 
marbre pour eo monuiiumt. — Journaux <k F(U?ncr 1840. 


PoiSQL*lLS n’ont pas coinpris, dams leur etroite^sphero, 
QuVpres tant de .splerideur, de puissance et d’orgiieil, 

II etait grand et beau que la France diit faire 
L’aumono d’uue fosse a ton noble cercueil ; 


PuisquHls n'ont pas senti que celle qui sans crainte 
Toujours loua la gloire et fletrit les boiirreaux, 

A le droit de dormir sur la colline sainte, 

A le droit de dormir a Tombre des hergs ; 



€o jOuttie«(0 of 


Th<.' municipality of the city of Paris has refused to permit 
the widow of Junot, former (ioveriior of Paris, to be inter- 
ned in the cemetery of Pt^rc-La-Chaisc, and the Minister of the 
interior has likewise refused to p^raut a slab of marble for the 
tomb , — February Papers for 1840. 

Since with conceptions limited and mean, 

They have not felt how worthy it had been, 

In hallowed Pere-La-Chaise, 

For FVance to grant a sepulture to one, 

Who for so long had basked in glory’s sun, 

Its splendour and its praise : — 


Nor since they felt, as fearless she upraised 
Her voice ’gainst baseness, and as loudly praised 
True virtue, fame, an^ worth, 

That from her country slic a right possessed, 
Near heroes’ bones and shades, her own to rest 
Within its sacred eartlu 
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A LAUBE, DUOHESSE e’aBRANTES. 


Puisque le souvenir de nos grandes batailles 
Ne brule pas cn eux comme un sacrc flambeau ; 
Puisqu’ils n’ont pas de cocur ; piilsqj’ils n’ont point cl’e 
Puisqu’ils t’ont refuse la pierre d’un tombcau ; [trailli' 


C’est a nous de chanter un chant cxj^iatoire ! 
C’cst a nous de t’ofFrir notrc deuil ii genoux ! 
C’est a nous, c’cst a nous dc prendre ta meinoire 
Et de I’ensevelir dans un vers triste et doux ! 


C/eh\ a nous cette fois de gardcr, de defendre 
La mort contre Toubli, son pale compagnon ; 
C/est a nous d’cfteuiller des roses sur ta cendre ; 
eVst a nous de jeter des lauriers sur ton nom ! 


Puisqu’un stupide affront, pauvre femme endormie, 
Monte jusqii’a ton front qu« Cesar etoila, 

C’est a moi, dont ta main pressa la main amie, 

De te dire tout bas : Ne crains rien ! je suis la ! 



TO LAURA, BUCriESS OF ABRANTES. 


131 


Since too, the halo of those deeds of Fame, 
Those miglity battles, in their heart, no flame 
Of glory can illume, 

But void of iieart, insensible, and liard, 

They have, with unheard enielty, debarred 
A slab to grace thy tomb ! 


1 then must seek thy spirit to appease. 

With sorrowing heart, and on my bendeal knees 
A mournful homage pay ; 

And in a strain of melancholy verse, 

Enshrine thy virtues, and tliy worth rehearse, 

A sad but sootliliig lay ! 


From cold oblivion, tenant of tlie grave 
And pal(^ companion, must I vSeek to save 
Thy memory divine, 

And o^er thy ashes leaves of roses strew, 

And with thy name, which jealousies pursue, 
A wreath of laurel twine. 


Since o’er that coroneted brow, which he 
The Emperor gemmed, in petty tyranny 
They ’ve dared to cast a slur, 

I, who have pressed her hand in mine, as friend, 
A poet’s jiEgis o’er her shade extend, 

And raise rny voice for her. 
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A LATJUE, DUCHESSE d’aBRANTES* 


Car j’ai ma mission ! car, arme d’unc lyre, 
Plein d’liymnes irrit^s ardents a s’epancher, 
Je garde le tresor des gloires de Ternpire ; 
Je ii’ai jamais souffert qii’on osat y toucher! 


Car ton ca'ur abondait en souvenir^ fideics ! 

Dans notre ciel sinistre et sur nos tristes jours, 

Ton noble esprit planait avec de nobles ailes, 
Comme un aigle souvciit, comme un ange toujonrs! 


Ca% forte pour tes maux et bonne pour l(‘S notres, 
Livree a la tempete et femme en prole au sort, 
Jamais tu n’imitas Texcmple de tant d’autres, 

Et d’une lachete tu ne te fis un port ! 


Car toi, la Muse illustre, et moi, Fobscur apotre. 
Nous avons dans ce monde eu le mSme mandat, 

Et c^est un noeud profond qui nous joint Fun a Fautre, 
Toi, veuve d’un heros, et inoi, fils d’un soldat ! 



TO LAURA, BUCHESS OF ABRANTES. 
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1 have a mission ! which my ardent Lyre, 
Tuned to a strain of deep impassioned fire, 
Will chant in words of flame, 

’Gainst all who dare the Empire to insult, 
Its glories mock, or wantonly exult 
O’er those who love its fame. 


And well thy faithful memory did disclose, 
Its morn of triumphs, and its eve of woes, 
Its bright, and darksome sky ; 

As angel ever, and as eagle oft. 

With noble flight thy spirit soared aloft. 
Retracing dreams gone by. 


Though great thine ills, thy heart for others bled ! 
And though dark tempests poured upon thy head 
A most remorseless fate, 

As others basely did, so didst not thou, 

Barter tbe bright coronet on thy brow, 

For affluence or state ! 


Thou, Muse resplendent, I, a poet poor, 

Yet still our missions do on earth secure 
An undivided aim, 

’Tis a bond that rivets our hearts as one, 

Thou, a Hero’s wife ; I, a Soldier’s son, 

We love the Empire’s fame ! 

N 
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A LAURE, DUCIIKSSE d’abUANTES, 


Aussi, sans me lasser, dans cette Babylone, 

Des drapeaux insultes baisant chaque lambeau, 
J’ai dit pour Tempereur : — Reiidez lul sa colonne 
Et je dirai pour toi : — Dormez lui son tombcau. 




Loin dc rnoi, seduisantc fee, 

Loin de moi ton prisme impostour! 
Trop souvent ton souris mcnteur 
Apaisa ma plainte otouffce. 
Pourquoi to plaire li in’ogarer, 
Pourquoi ces perfidcs caresses? 

Je ne crois plus a tes promesses, 
Non, je ne venx plus esperer. 
Dans les reves de la jeunesse 
L’ombre du bonheiir nous seduit : 
Sur tes pas, trompeuse deesse, 
Nous croyons Fatteindre sans cesse, 
Et le repos meme nous fait. 



TO LAURA, DUCHESS OF ABKANTES. 


Thus have I never for a moment bowed 
My licad in homagi' with the fawning crowd, 
Or sued for any gift, 

The Emperor’s column did my Muse illume, 
And that they grant to Junot’s wi^ a tomb, 
I will my voice uplift. 




Far, far from me seducing sprite, 

From me remove thy truant light. 

For often did thy lying smile 
Many a secret plaint beguile ; 

Why pleasure take in my distress 
And cli(‘at me with thy vile caress ? 

Thy promises no more I’ll trust. 

Or fancy Hope is ever just! 

For when in days of youthful bliss, 

Some dreams of. happiness we miss, 

We still thy subtle steps pursue. 
Believing time will prove it true ; 

Till last, deceitful el||lwe find, 

Thou’st robbed us of our peace of mind ! 
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l’esperance. 


Mais i\ peine iin mallieur menace 
On t’iiivoque, ta main efface 
Le soudaiii offroi qn’il produit ; 

Nous n’osons regarder Fabime ; 

Ainsi qiFi^e laclie victime 
Palit a I’aspect du bourreau, 

Et dans la liqueur enivraiite 
Offerte a sa levre mourante. 

Bolt Toubli du fatal coutcau. 

Ellis done, perfide enclianteresse, 
Fuis, et nc crois plus m’egarer : 

Je puis braver ta folic ivresse, 

Non, je ne veux plus esperer! 

Lc temps do ses ailes rapides 
Moissonne, steriles et vides, 

Des jours (pFil aurait du parer ; 
Chacune des fleurs que je cueille 
Sous rues doigts se fane et sVffeuille, 
Non, je ne veux plus esperer! 



HOPE. 


But when arrive disasters grave, 

Thy help’s invoked, tky aid wc crave, 

And sof>n thy honied voice imparts, 

A solace to our bleedinc: liearts : 

o 

W (* ever slum like cowards base. 

The ills we see, yet fear to face ! 

Thus when the scatFold meets his sip^ht. 
Pale turns the culprit witb affright, 

And in some maddening draught desires 
To drown the fear that Death inspires ; 

Ply then, perfidious Cloddess, fly, 

Nor think with fond delusion, 1 
Will list to thy insidious voice ; 

No! for the future I’ll rejoice 

That Hope deferred has taught mo well 

To shun thy false enchanting spell — 

Swift time, with unrelenting haste, 

Mows down those days, all drear and waste, 
Which he with equal justice might, 

Have strewed with love and fond delight! 
There’s not a joy I’ve planned on earth, 
That died not in its infant birtli : 

So Hope delusive and untrue, 

Of thee I take a last adieu. 



Ua ^vegate la 


J)esc7'iption . 

Qu^elle etait belle nia Fregato, 
Lorsqu’ello voguait sous Ic vent ! 
File avait, au soleil levant, 
Toutes les eoulcurs de Tagate ; 
8es voiles luisaieut Ic matin 
Coin me des ballons de satin ; 

Sa quille mince, longue et plate, 
Portait deux bandes d’ccarl^ite 
Sur vingt-quatre canons caches ; 
8es mats, en arriere penches, 
Paraissaient a demi couches. 



dFvigate %a rifuer. 


Description. 

How beautiful ray Frigate gleamed, 

As o’er the wave she flew ; 

At sunrise you had almost deemed. 

She had the agate’s hue, 

Her spotleSvS sails in morning light. 
With silk balloons had vied. 

Her water-line of scarlet briglit. 

Marked twelve guns on (iach side, 
While raking masts of graceful sweep, 
Lay bending over as in sleep ! 
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LA FREGATE LA SERIELSE. 


Depart de la Fregate avec la Flotte Franc aisc pour 
L'Egypte. 

Quand la belle Seuieuse 
P our I’Egypte appareilla, 

Sa figure gracieuse 
Avant le jour s’cveilla ; 

A la lueur des ctoilcs 
Ellc deploya ses voiles, 

Lours cordages ot leurs toilcs, 

Coinrne de larges reseaux, 

Avec ce long bruit qui tremble, 

Qui se prolonge, et ressemble 
Au bruit des ailcs qu’cnsemble 
Ouvre une troupe d’oiseaux. 


Ainsi qu’une foret sombre 
La flotte venait apres, 

Et de loin s’etendait Toinbre 
Dc ses im menses agres. 

En voyant Le Seartiate, 

TjE Franklin et sa Fregate, 

Le bleu, le blaiic, Fecarlate, 

De cent mats nationaux, 

L’armee, en convoi, remise 
Comine cn garde a L’Artemise 
Nous nous dimes : C’est Venisc 
Qui s’avance sur les eaux. 



THE FRIGATE LA SERIEUSE. 
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Departure of the Frigate with the French Fleet for 
Etjl/pt.^ 

And when my Frigate, bright and gay, 

For Kgypt anchor weighed, 

She, long before the dawn of day, 

Was gracefully arrayed. 

Her sails by starry beams unbent, 

Were quickly squared and set, 

Her ropes and rigging thickly blent, 

Loomed like a mighty net. 

With rumbling noise and quivering ring, 

The cordage from a height, 

Seemed as the measured beat of wing 
Of birds in rapid flight. 


The whole fleet followed in her wake, 
A forest dense and drear ; 

. The sliadows of whose rigging make 
A dark line in the rear. 

While thus these noble ships we view, 
Dash foaming through the brine, 
With colors scarlet, white, and blue. 
Flags of many a clime. 

The army too in convoy sent. 

Guarded by sailors brave ; 

It seemed the mighty armament 

Of Venice, on the wave. 
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LA FREGATE LA SERIEUSE. 


Quo] plaisir cl’aJIer si vite, 

Kt (le voir son pavilion, 

Loin (les tcrres cjn’i! ovitc, 

Tracer un noble sillon ! 

(^uel plaisir ! (‘t quel spectacle, 

Quc I’cleinent friste et froid 
Ouvert alnsi sans obstacle 
Par un bois dc dune etroit ! 

Attachcment da Cajiitaine jydlir sa Frfgatc. 

jMoi de sa ])onpe liautaine 
Je ne m’absentais jamais, 

Car, etant son Capitaine, 

Conimc un enfant je raiinais 
fj\aurais moins aime peut-ctrc 
L’enfaiit que j 'aura is vu naitre ; 
l)(i son cocur on ii’cst ])as niaitre. 
iNIoi jo suis un vrai inarin, 

Ma naissaiice est un inystcre, 

Sans fainille, et solitaire, 

Je ne counais pas la terre, 

Et la vois avcc chagrin. 


Mon banc de quart est mon trone, 
J’y regne plus que Ics Rois ; 
Sainte-Barbe est ma patronc ; 
Mon sceptre est mon porte-voix ; 



THE FRIGATE LA SERIEUSE. 
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What joy it is so swift to fly, 

And see your pennant fair, 

Far from tlie sliore it passes by, 
Streaming atliwart tlie air. 

Wc scarce our maddening joy refrain 
Wliea we in pride per<*eive, 

Uninjured througli the sullen main 
Our ship exulting cleave! 

The CaptahibS lore for his Frigate. 

As Captain 1 can never cpiir, 

Nor e’er can be beguiled 

To leave lier poop, but there I sit, 
And lov'o her as a child. 

I’m but an honest mariner. 

With heart prc-occupied ; 

Perhaps Td love it less than her, 

Had I a child beside. 

In mystery dark is veiled my birtli, 
Tin chiltlless and forlorn ; 

No pleasure have I on the earth. 

And when I’m there, I mourn. 


The Quarter Bench is here my throne, 
My powers, a King’s efface. 

For guardian saint, St. Barbe I own, 
The trumpet is my mace. 
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LA FLKGATE LA SERIKUSE. 


Ma coiironno cst nia cocanlo ; 
M(*s offioiers sont ma garde ; 

A tons les vents je hasardc 
Mon peiiplo de inatelots, 

Sans (jnc personne demande 
A {piel bord je veiix qu’il tendc. 
Et pourqnoi j(' liii commando 
D’etre plus fort quo les Hots* 


Voilili toute la fomille 
(Ju’eii mon temps il me fallait ; 
Ma Fregate etait ma fille : . 
Va I lui disais-j(^ ; — elle allait, 
SVlanc;ait dans la earriere, 
Laissaiit I’taaieil en arrlere, 
Comme un cheval sa barrierc. 


Arrivve de la Fregate dans le 'port D\{lexandru\ 

On Taurait erne anim^o ! 

Toute I’Fgypte la prit, 

Si blanche et si bien formce, 

Pour un gracieux esprit 
Des Franeais compatriote, 

Lorsqu’en avant de la flotte 
Dont elle etait Ic pilote, 

Doublant une vieillc tour, 
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P^or crown 1 have a gay cockade, 

The officers my guard, 

My Sailors never seem afraid, 

Thf>iigh winds blow fierce and liard. 
Without a question on they sail. 

To any coast I steer ; 

And if we meet with storm and gale, 
Tl»ey answer with a cheer. 


Mv family’s comprised above, 

On earth my hope's complete ; 

As daughter, I, my F'rigate love, 

The pride of all the Meet. 

I bid her go, and on she rolls, 

Triumphant in her course, 

P'ast leaving in her track, the shoals ; 

As speeds the rapid horse. 

Arrival of the Frigate in the port of Alexandria, 

All Plgypt ros(^, a motley crowd, 

To see her proud advance. 

As like ‘‘ a thing of life” she ploughed 
The blue sea’s broad expanse : 

Of all that fleet they must have thought. 

That she the soul had been, 

As rounding Alexandria’s Port, 

She looked the Ocean Queen I 

o 
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LA FREGATB LA SERIEUSE, 


Elle entra sans avarie 
Aux cris; Vive la Patrie ! 

Dans le port dAlexandrie, 

Qu’on appelle Abou-Mandour. 

Approche de la Flotte Anglaise sous Nelson, 

Ainsi pres d’Aboukir reposait ma Frdgate ; 

A Tancrc dans la rade, en avant des vaisseaux, 

On voyait de bien loin son corset d’ecarlate 
Se mirer dans les eaux. 

Ses canots I’entouraient a leur place assignee. 

Pas line voile ouverte, on etait sans dangers. 

Ses cordages semblaient des filets d’araignee, 

Tant.ils 6taient lagers. 

Nous <$tions tous marins. Plus de soldats timides 

Qui chancellent k bord ainsi que des enfans ; 

Ils marchaient sur leur sol, prenant des Pyramides, 
Montant des ^lephans, 

II fesait beau. — La mer, de sable environn^e, 

Brillait comme un bassin d’argent entour^ d’or ; 

TJn vaste soleil rouge annon 9 a la journ^e 
Du quinze Thermidor. 

La Sebiexjse alors s’^branla sur sa quille : 

Quand venait un combat, c^^tait toujours ainsi ; 

Je le reconnus bien, et je lui dis : ma fiUe, 

Je te comprends, merci. 
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Whilst shouts of hundred seamen brave, 
A true and loyal band ; 

Came ringing o’er the crested wave, 

Long live our blessed land ! 

Nelsoffs approach with the English Fleet 

Thus near to Aboukir at anchor she lay, 

My beautiful Frigate in front of the rest, 

Her water-line bright could be seen far away, 
O’ertipping with scarlet each billowy crest. 

In peaceful security here we reposed, 

Not a sail was unfurled, not a boat from its place, 
Our rigging in symmetry might be supposed, 

To vie, in its lightness, the Gossamer’s lace. 

We were all of us tars, not a soldier remained ; 

Like infants on board had they trembled and shook, 
But now their own element having regained. 

They inarched on to glory, and Pyramids took. 

As a basin of silver surrounded with gold , 

Was the sea, with the yellow sahd fringing the shore, 
Yet rose there that morning a sun red and cold, 

So fatal to France, the fifteenth Thermidor ! 

l^Iy Frigate, as if with an instinct of life. 

That day on her keel gave a tremulous shake, 

L was thus she announced the renewal of strife ; 

I knew it, and said, that the warning I’d take. 

o 2 
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LA FREQATE LA SEBIEU&E* 


J ’avals une lunette exerc^e aux 6toileS: 

Je la pris, et la tins ferme sur Phorizon. 

— Une, deux, trois — je vis treize et quatorze voiles ; 
Enfin, c’^tait Nelson. 

Le Combat 

II courait centre nous en avant de la brise 
La Serieuse Tancre, immobile sWrant, 

Recut le rude abord sans en etre surprise, 

Comme un roc un torrent. 

Tous passerent pres d^elle en laebant leur bordee ; 

Fiere, elle repondit aussi quatorze fois, 

Et par tous les vaisseaux elle fut debordee, 

Mais il en resta trois. 

Trois vaissaux de haut-bord combattre une frigate! 

Est-ce Part d’un marin ? le trait d’un amiral ? 

Un ecumeur de mer, un forban, un pirate, 

N’eut pas agi si mal ? 

N’importe! ^Ue bondit dans son repos troubl^e, 

Elle tourna trois fois jetant vingt-quatre Eclairs, 

Pwt rendit tous les coups dont elle ^tait cribl^e, 

Feux pour feux, fers pour fers. 

Ses boulets enchain^s fauchaient des mats ^nofmes, 
Fesaient voler le sang, la poudre et le goudron, [ormes 
S’enfon9aient dans le bois, comme au cceur des grands 
Le coin du bdeheron. 
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With my telescope then the horizon I swept, 

And sail after sail did its orbit disclose : 

’Twas Nelson in short, and my heart madly leapt, 

As visions of glory triumphantly rose. 

The Action, 

With a leading wind Nelson bore down in full sail, 

And selected my Frigate the first to engage. 

Which bravely at anchor she met without quail. 

As a rock the wild roar of the cataract’s rage. 

Each ship poured its broadside on her as It passed. 

And twice seven times had she proudly replied, 

There only remained of the fleet at the last. 

But three mighty vessels, the enemy’s pride ! 

Three ships of the line, one poor Frigate to rake ! 

Is noiidmirars trait, or of true British tar ! 

Not a pirate or rover would venture to take. 

Such a dastard and coward advantage of war. 

Though fierce was the shock, and terrific her throes, 

Yet undaunted the unequal contest she bore, 

Three times did she hurl her broadside on her foes. 
Returning each shot with her own cannons’ roar. 

Mowed down were their masts, and the blood ran in streams 
From the wounded begrimmed with the powder and smoke, 
As our chain shot embedded themselves in their beams ; 
Like the wood-cutter’s wedge in the heart of the oak. 

O 3 
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LAw FREGATE LA SERIEUSE. 


Un brouillard de fiim^e oii la flam me ^tincelle 
L’entourait ; mais, le corps brills, noir, echarp^, 

Elle tournait, roulait, et se tordait sous elle, 

Comme un serpent coupe. 

Le soleil s’^clipsa dans Fair plein de bitume, 

Ce jour entier passa dans le feu, dans le bruit ; 

Et lorsque la nuit vint, sons cette ardente brume 
On ne vit pas la nuit. 

Nous ^tions enfermes comme dans un orage : 

Oes deux flottes au loin le canon s’y melait ; 

On tirait en aveugle h, travers le nuage, 

Toute la mer brulait. 

Etat delabre de la Fregate, 

Mais quand le jour revint, chacun conniit son oeuvre. 
Les troi^Vaisseaux flottaient d^mat^s, et si las 
QiFils n’avaient plus de force assez pour la manteuvre 
s Mais ma Frigate, h5las ! 

Elle ne voulait plus ob^ir k son maitre ; 

Mutil^e, impuissante, eUe allait au hasard ; 

Sans gouvernail, sans mats, on n’^eut pu reconnaitre 
La merveille de Tart ! 

Engloutie ^ demi, son large pont a peine 
S’affaissant par degr^s se montrait sur les flots ; 

Et \k ne restaient plus avec moi, Capitaine, 

Que douze matelots ! 
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All blackened and charred with the sulphurous rain, 
That, mingled with sparks, fell in showers around, 

My poor Frigate couvulsedly quivered in pain ; 

As writhes, when it’s wounded, a snake on the ground. 

The sun was obscured by the vapour that whirled 
O’er our heads from the firing which lasted all day, 

And when night in reality shrouded the world, 

It came and departed unnoticed away. 

The blackness, as if from a storm, was intense. 

And the flashes of guns that at random were shot, 

Only rendered, like lightning, the darkness more dense, 
As they glanced o’er the ocean all fervid and hot. 

The shattered state of the Frigate, 

Each knew his own work when the morning appeared, 
Unraasled the three ships lay riddled with ball, 

So shattered, they scarce could be managed or steered ; 
But my Frigate, alas ! was the worst of them all ! 

i 

She no longer her Captain’s commands could obey, 
Disabled and leaking, she floated apart, 

Without rudder and mast, a mere hulk did she lay ; 

Oh ! none could have known this once marvel of art ! 

With her poop just afloat, a mere powerless wreck, 
Each moment engulphed her still more in the tide, 

And of all the brave crew that paraded her deck, 

Only twelve of the number remained by my side I 
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LA FREGATE LA 8ERIEU8E. 


Le Capitaine fait transporter ce qui reste de VEqui* 
page, sur tin autre vaisseau — determine a ne point 
Vahandonner, il y reste seuL 

Je les fis mettre eu mer k bord d’une chaloiipe, 

Hors de notre eau toumante et de son tourbillon ; 

Et je revins tout seul me couchcr sur la poupe 
Au pied du pavilion. 

J’aper<;*us des Anglais les figures lividcs, 

Fesant pour s’approcher un inutile effort, 

Sur les vaisseaux flottans comme des tonneaux vides, 
Vaincus par notre mort. 

La Serieuse alors semblait a Fagonie, 

L’eau dans ses cavitds bouillonnait sourdeinent ; 

Elle, comme voyant sa carriere finie, 

G(§mit profondement. 

Je me sends pleurer, et ce fut un prodige — 

Un mouvement honteux ; mais bientot I’etouffant : 

Nous nous sommes conduits comme il fallait, lui dis-je ; 
Adieu done, mon enfant! 

La Fregate coule d fond, le Capitaine echappe d 
la mort. 

Elle plongea d’abord sa poupe et puis sa proue, 

Mon pavilion noy^ se montrait en-dessous ; 

Puis elle s’enfonga touniant comme une roue, 

Et la mer vint sur nous. 
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The Captain puts the remnant of the crew on hoard o f 
another vessel, but determined not to abandon the 
Frigate, he remains in her alone. 

To a sloop at a distance, I sent them away, 

Afar from the whirlpool of waters on board, 

Determined myself in the Frigate to stay, 

Alone on the poop near the flag I adored. 

With faces all ghastly, the English remained. 

Making profitless efforts to reach us once more ; 

But vanquished themselves by the loss they’d sustained. 

Like huge efiipty tuns they were drifting ashore. 

My Frigate then seemed as if struggling in pain, 

The hissing seas sullenly groaned in her hull, 

And as with a sense that all hope was in vain, 

She heaved in her anguish, a sigh deep and dull. 

I felt myself weep — unexpected event ! 

With a feeling of shame, the emotion I quell, 

Right nobly we’ve fought, so what cause for lament, 

.Then cheer up my daughter — Farewell and farewell ! 

The Frigate sinks, but the Captain escapes. 

First the stern, then her bows, were submerged in the tide, 
Her flag was the last to be hidden from sight, 

Then making a plunge, overturned on her side, 

And the ocean’s blue waters encompassed us quite. 
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LA FREGATE LA SERIEUSE. 


Hdlas ! deux mousses d’Angleterre 
Me sauverent alors, dit-on ; 

Et me void sur un ponton ; — 
J’aimerais presque autant la terre ! 
Cependant je respire ici 
L’odeur de la vague et des brises. 
Vous etes marins, Dieu nierci ! 

Nous causons de combats, de prises, 
Nous fumons, et nous prenous Fair 
Qui vient aux sabords de la mer 
Votre voix m’anime et me flatte, 
Aussi je vous dirai souvent : 

— Qu’elle 6tait belle ma Frigate, 
Lorsqu’elle voguait sous le vent ! 
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Two English cabin-boys, alas ! 

Did save my life they tell, 

My days on board a hulk I pass 
I’d love the land as well ! 

Yet here, thank God, I breathe at will. 

The odour of the main. 

With sailors I’m surrounded still. 

We fiirht our fio:hts again. 

o o o 

We smoke, we praise our country’s crafts, 
We whiff the ocean breeze. 

As, through the ports, it mildly wafts. 

All seated at our ease. 

It joy’d my heart, my cares redeemed. 

I’d speak to it anew. 

And say, ‘^how bright my Frigate gleamed. 
As o’er the waves she flew !” 



Ha maukire 4Fl(ur. 


pauvre fleiir disait au papillon c 61 estc : 

— Ne fuis pas ! 

Vois comme nos destins sont difKrents. Je reste, 

Tu t’en va& ! 

' [homines 

Pourtant nous nous aimons, nous vivons sans les 
Et loin d’eux. 

Et nous nous ressemblons, et Ton dit que nous sommes 
Fleurs tous deux ! 


Mais, helas ! Fair t’emporte et la tene m’enchaine, 
Sort cruel ! 

Je voudrais embaumer ton vol de mon haleine 
Dans le ciel ! 



Hoot d^loioor. 


To a Butterfly bright did a poor flower cry 
Oh stay with me, stay, 

Our destinies differ, for here must I sigh ; 

Thou hiest away ! 

Yet each other we love, and can both live afar 
From man and his pride. 

We resemble each other, for flowers we are, 

By nature allied ! 

But alas ! cruel fate ! in the air dost thou fly. 
On earth I must live, 

I would wish, to embellish thy flight in the sky, 
My perfume to give ! 



LA pahvke fleue. 


Mais non, tu vas trop loin ! — ^Parmi des fieurs sans 
Vous fuyez, [nombre 

Et moi je reste seule k voir tourner mon ombre 
A mes pieds ! 

Tu fuis, puis tu reviens, puis tu t’en vas encore 
Luire ailleurs. 

Aussi me trouves-tu toujours k chaque aurore 
Toute en pleurs I 

Oh ! pour que notre amour coule des jours fideles, 

O mon roi, 

Prends comme moi racine, ou donne-moi des ailes 
Coinme k toi ! 

Roses et papillons, la tombe nous rassemble 
\ Tot ou tard, 

Pourquoi I’attendre, dis? Veux-tu pas vivre ensemble 
Quelque part ? 

Quelque part dans les airs, si c^est 1^ que se berce 
Ton essor ! 

Aux champs, si e’est aux champs que ton calice verse 
Son tr^sor ! 

Oil tu voudras I qu^importe ! oui, que tu sois haleine 
Ou couleur, 

Papillon rayonnant, corolle a demi pleine, 

Aile ou fleur ! 
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But no ! for thou lovest to range without bound. 
Midst numberless flowers, 

Whilst I must stand watching my shadow pass round, 
Through Hngering hours ! 

Thou goest, returnest, then hasteth away 
To other bright spheres, 

And thus dost thou find me each dawn on thy way, 
All bathed in my tears ! 

That the flame of affection continue to glow, 

My lover and king, 

Either take thou the roots that confine me below. 

Or give me thy wing ! 

Oil ! Butterflies, Roses, too soon will the tomb 
Assemble us all, 

If in Fairy -land both of you languish to bloom, 

Why wait for the call ! 

Or if thou preferrest to revel in flight, 

Through regions above, 

Or in fields to diffuse with Seraphic delight 
Thy perfume and love ! 

Or if — but what care if enamel or gold 
Or odours we find, 

Little boots it, if wings or if petals unfold 
To ravish the mind ! 

p 2 
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LA PAUVRE FLEUR. 


Vivre ensemble, d’abord ! c’est le bien n^cessaire 
Et r^el, 

Apres on pent choisir au hasard, ou la terre 
Ou le del ! 


Coin Ire 


Couplets chantes par une Demoiselle a U7ie Jeiate 
Marieey son Amic. 

L’amour, I’Hymen, Flntdret, la Folie, 

Aux quatre coins se dispute nt nos joiirs. 

L’Amiti^ vient completer la partie ; 

. Mais qu’on lui fait de mauvais tours ! 
Lorsqu^aux plaisirs Fame se livre entiere, 

Notre raison ne brille moiti^, 

Et la Folie attaque la premide 

Le coin de FAmiti^. 


Puis vient F Amour, joueur malin et traitre, 
Qui de tromper eprouve le besoin. 

En tricherie on le (lit pass6 maitre ; 

Pauvre Amiti^ gare a ton coin ! 
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United to live is an object of worth 
Far greater than this, 

For then can we make of the skies or the earth 
An Eden of bliss. 


iSovmt. 


'iunff hy a young Lady on the occasion of her Friend! s 
Marriage. 

Love and Hymen, and Folly, and Interest, met 
At the game of four corners, our days to dispute. 

When Friendship drops in just to make up the set. 

But against her how slily their arrows they shoot : 

When the soul is engulphed in the pleasures of life, 

Our reason one-half of its lustre will lack, 

And Folly will first, with maliciousness rife, 

The snug little corner of Friendship attack. 


Then comes Love, the deceitful and treacherous elf, 
Who delights on the torments of lovers to feed, 

Ah ! Friendship beware ! and take care of thyself ! 
For in trickery he is a master indeed! 

p 3 
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LE COIN DE l’AMITIE. 


Ce dieu jaloux, des qu’il voit qu’oii Tadore, 
A tout soumettre aspire sans pitld. 

Vous c^dez tout; il veut avoir encore 
Le coin de TAmiti^. 


L’Hymen arrive : oh ! combien on le fete ! 
L’Amitie seule appretc ses atours. 

Mais dans les soins qu’il vient i^us mettre en teto 
II nous renferme pour toujours. 

Ce dieu, chez lui calculant k toute heure, 

Y laisse enfin I’lnt^ret prendre pied, 

Et trop sou vent lui donne pour demeure 
Le coin de I’Amiti^. 


^Aupres de toi nous ne craignons, ma chere, 

Ni FIntcret, ni les folles erreurs ; 

Mais aujourd’hui, que Fllymen et sou frere 
Inspirent de crainte k nos cceurs! 

Dans plus d’un coin, oii de fleurs ils se parent, 
Pour ton bonheur qu’ils r^gnent de moiti6, 
Mais que jamais, jamais ils ne s’emparent 
Du coin de FAmiti^. 
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Jealous god, when he finds that his worship is sure, 

All the depths of the heart will he try to ransack, 

And the more you concede, more he wants to secure, 
Till the corner of Friendship, he’ll seek to attack. 

[billed ! 

And then Hymen appears ! with what pleasures com- 
Oiily Friendship the Jetes and the dresses prepares, 

But the care he engenders, engrosses the mind, 

To the utter exclusion of other affairs, 

Till at last in pretence of his household concerns, 

He, with Interest, now would his arguments back, 

Who too often alas ! such reliance returns, 

On the corner of Friendship a covert attack. 


Of the errors that Folly and Interest breed, 

We absolve and acquit thee, dear beautiful bride, 

But the heart from anxiety cannot be freed, 

Since that Hymen and Love have to-day been allied : 
May the flowers indeed that this Union adorn 
Thy footsteps in life most endearingly track ! 

But let it in constant remembrance be borne 
That the corner of Friendship be free from attack. 



^Mucoujp 


Malgee la voix de la sagesse, 

Je voudrais amasser de For : 

Soudain aux pieds de ma maitresse 
^J’irais d^poser mon tr^sor. 

Adele, k ton moindre caprice 
Je satisferais chaque jour. 

Non, non, je n’ai point d’avarice, 

Mais j’ai beaucoup, beaucoup d’amour. 

Pour immortaliser Adele, 

Si des chants m’^taient inspires, 

Mes vers, ou je ne peindrais qu'elle, 

A jamais seraient admires. 

Puissent ainsi dans la m^moire 
Nos deux noms se graver un jour ! 

Je n’ai point I’amour de la gloire, 

Mais j’ai beaucoup, beaucoup d’amour. 



Mutfi JLoite* 


Notwithstanding the voice of the wise, 
Gold and riches I wished to amass, 

And have then as a charming surprise, 

At my mistress’ feet laid the cash ; 
Adelaide not a whim hast thou got, 

That I would not with pleasure express, 
Avaricious indeed I am not, 

But of love I have plenty, oh yes! 

To immortalize dear Adelaide, 

Were the Muses my pen to inspire, 

Sure the verses her beauty pourtrayed, 

All the world must for ever admire ! 

I would wish that a future age might 
Both our names thus in unison bless, 
Though of fame I’m indifferent quite, 

Yet of love I have plenty, oh yes ! 
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BEAUCOtTP d’ AMOUR. 


Que la Providence m’el^ve 
Jiisqu^au trone ^clatant des rois ; 
Ad^e embellira ce reve : 

Je lui cdderai tons mes droits. 

Pour etre plus sur de lui plaire, 

Je voudrais me voir une cour, 
D’ambition je n’en ai guere, 

Mais j’ai beaucoup, beaucoup d’amour. 


Mais quel vain ddsir m’importune? 
Ad^le comble tous mes vceux. 

L’^clat, le renom, la fortune, 

Moins que Tamour rendent heureux. 

A mon bonheur je puis done croire, 

Et du sort braver le retour ! 

^Je n’ai ni bien, ni rang, ni gloire, 

Mais j^ai beaucoup, beaucoup d’amour. 


SbiUnte. 


Ne parler jamais qu^a propos 
Est un rare et grand avantage : 
Le silence est I’esprit des sots, 
Et Tune des vertus du sage. 
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Oh that Fortune would give me a lift, 
And exalt me to sit on a throne! 
Adelaide would embellish the gift, 

For the power should all be her own ; 
And perhaps to enliven her lot, 

A gay court I might wish to possess, 
Of ambition I have not a jot, 

But of love I have plenty, oh yes ! 


But why should such trifles annoy? 
Adelaide on my love never frowns : 

And in love there is far greater joy, 

Than in wealth, or in fame, or in crowns : 
Then a portion of bliss I may claim. 

Nor shall Fortune my spirits depress, 

IVe not wealth, nor ambition, nor fame, 
But of love I have plenty, oh yes ! 




Always to the purpose speak. 

Is talent great and rare ; 
Silence is the blockhead’s wit, 

The wise man’s constant care. 





J’fiTAis couch^ mollement, 

£t contra mon oldinedre 
Je donnais profond^ment : 

Quand un enfant s’en vint faire 
A ma poite quelque bruit. 

II pleuv^t fort ’cette nuit : 

Le vent^ le froid et Forage 
Centre Fenfant faiswnt rage. 
Ouvrez, dit^il^ je suis nu. 

Hoi, charital>le et bon homme, 
J'ouvre au pauvre morfondu ; 

Et m’enquiers comme il se nqmme. 
Je te le dirai tantdt f 
Repaiitit^il ; caril^t . 
Qu’mipamyaat je lo^eepnie. 
J!aUume auas^tdt dtt feu. 



(Itttipili 29ven(|^(&. 


As I lay wrapt in slumbers deep, 

Far heavier than iny usual sleep, 

A naked child oppressed with cold. 

For all that night the thunder rolled, 

The rain in torrents drenched the ground, 
And storm and lightning raged around, 
Came knocking at my door with din, 

And craved permission to come in ; 

My nature being soft and mild, 
i quick admit the shivering child. 
Enquiries of his name I made, 
ni tell you by and bye, he said. 

But first a fire humanely light, 

For I am wet and cold to night. 

He then with care, as if alarmed, 

Regards a bow with which he’s armed, 



liyo x’am^ur mocillK 

n regarde si la pluie 
N’a point gat^ quelque peu 
Un arc dont je me defie. 

Je m’lqiproche toute fois, 

Et de Fenfant prends les doigts, 
Les r^haufie^ et dans moi-m^me 
Je dis : pourquoi craindre tant ? 
Que peut-il ? c’est un enfant. 

— L’enfant d’un air enjoue^ 
Ayant un peu secou^ 

Les pi^s de son armure, 

Et sa blonde chevelure, 

Prend un trait, un trait vainqueur 
Qu’il me lance an fcmd dii cCDur. 
Yoil{i, dit il, pom* ta p^e. 
Souviens*tbi bien da Climene, 

Et de Famour: c’est mon nom. 

Ab ! je vous connai^ loi dis-je, 
Ingrat et cruel gar9on : . 

,Faut-il qt>e qui vous oblige 
Soit traits de la fagon. 

Amour fit uhe gambade ; 

Et le petit sc^l^rat 
Me dit pauvre ci^arade, 

Mon arc est en bon ^t; 

Mab ton. cceur est bien rfialade. 



ctrpm D]^cH«£>. 13^ 

For fear the damp its twang has hurt. 

Whilst trembling 1 my eyes avert ; 

His little hands, so numb and cold, 

In mine I, notwithstanding, fold, 

And chafing them I inly said, 

’Tis but a child, tvhat cause for dread ! 

The infant then with saucy air. 

Tossed back his head and ringlets fair. 

And from his quiver, which he shook, 

A heart-subduing arrow took, 

And then with unrelenting aim, 

Hurled at my breast its subtle flame. 

There that for all thy trouble take, 

It is for Clementina’s sake 

And Love : the name by which Tm known, 

So evermore my prowess own. 

Oh cruel and ungrateful boy. 

Thy name of terror and of joy 
Full well I know ; Is this the way 
You all my kindly acts repay? 
l^e saucy god with laughing eyes, 

A caper cuts, and thus replies, 

In spite of gales which fiercely blow, 

Uninjured is my magic bow, 

But can you say with equal truth 
Thy heart’s as sound, poor simple youth ! 



Ha S^eutte. iMit0f . 


Reponse a des couplets qui niont He adressts 
Mademoiselle , agee de douze arts, 

PoUE les vers, quoi ! vous qiiittez 
Les plaisirs de votre age ! 

Ma muse, que vous fiattez, 

Aux Amours rend hommage. 

Ce sont aussi des enfants 
A la voix s^duisante ; 

Mais, h^las ! vous n’avez que douze ans, 

Et moi, j'en ai quarante ! 


Pourquoi parler de lauriers 
De pleurs on les arrose. 

Ce n’est point aux chansomiiers 
Que la gloire en impose. 

La fleur, orgueil du printeraps, 

Est le prix qui nous tente. 

Mais, helas ! vous n’avez que douze ans, 
Et moi, j’en ai quarante ! 



MviU* 


A reply to some verses addressed to me by a Youpg 
Lady^ twelve years of age^ 

Has Poetry such charms, that you 
Forsake each childish play ? 

My Muse, that you so kindly woo, 

To Loves shall homage pay : 

For they are children I am told, 

Whose voice one must adore ; 

But you, alas I are twelve years old, 

Whilst I am full two score. 


What need to speak of laurelled bays ; 

With grief is won such meed, 

Fame wreathes them not in songsters’ praise, 
Such honor’s rare indeed ! 

The flower. Spring’s genial heats unfold, 

By us is prized much more ; 

But you, alas ! are twelve years old, 

Whilst I am full two score. 

Q 3 
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I.A JEUNE HVSE. 


Jeune oiseau, prene 2 Fessor ; 

Egayez le bocage. 

Par des chants plus doux encor 
Brillez dans un autre age. 

De les inspirer je sens 
Combien I’espoir- m’enchante. 

Mais, h^la« ! vous n’avez que douze ans, 
Et moi, j’en ai quarante ! 


De me couronner de fleurs, 

Ouij vous perdrez I’envie ; 

Sous des dehors plus flatteurs 
Vous verrez le g^nie. 
Puissiez-vous pour mon encens 
Etre alors indulgente ! 

.l)4ais a peine vous aurez vingt ans 
Que yen aurai cinquante ! 


^polOQue. 


Un jour, tombe et se casse un mauvais violon 
On le rajuste, on le recoUe ; 

Et du mauvais il devient bon. 
L’adversite souvent est une heureuse &ole ! 



THE YOUTHFoi. MUSE. 

Unfold your wings, sweet youthful bird, 
With carols charm the glade, 

Far sweeter songs shall yet be heard, 
Than those you have assayed ; 
What glorious hope that I might mould, 
Your Muse on high to soar, 

But you, alas ! are twelve years old, 
Whilst I am full two score. 


No more will you the thought pursue, 
That I with flowers be crowned, 
For ’neath a form more fair to view, 
True genius will be found ; 

May then the praise I dare outpour, 
Not find reception cold ; 

For you will then be scarce one score, 
I, half a century old ! 


Apologue. 


A WORTHLESS fiddle, IVe heard say, 

Fell down and broke one luckless day, 

But what with skill, and toil, and tool, 
’Twas put to rights, and mended soon, 

And henceforth gave a brilliant tune : 
Sorrow is oft our happiest school ! 
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WBuouu ^tantiDttnee. 


(Elle est aupres de son enfant,) 

Dors, mon enfant, clos ta paupiere ; 
Tes cris me d4chirent le cceur : 

Dors, mon enfant ; ta pauvre mere 
A bien assez de sa douleur. 


Lorsque, par de douces tendresses, 
Ton p^e sut gagner ma foi, 

11 me semblait, dans ses caresses, 
Naif, innocent comme toi. 

Je le crus : ou sent ses promesses? 
II oublie et son fils et moi, 

Le cruel, h^las I il me quitte, 

11 me laisse sans nul ajqnii* 

Je Faimais tant avant sa fuite! 

Oh! je Taime encore aujourd’hui. 
Dans quelque s^jour, qu^il habite, 
Mon coBur est toujours avec lui. 



SBBe^evUti WliU, 


(Near her Childs $ Cradle.) 

Sweet infant sleep, thine eyelids close, 
Thy sobs my heart-strings tear, 
Sleep, sleep, my child, thy mother’s woes, 
Are hard enough to bear! 


When first by kindly tenderness, 

Thy father gained my heart, 

He seemed to me, in his caress. 

As gentle as thou art. 

I thought him true ! how vain the thought ! 

I see I was beguiled, 

He’s left us both without support, 

Myself^ ^d thee my child ! 

Before his flight I loved him so, 

Alas! I love him^yet. 

And wheresoe’er his footsteps go, 

My heart cannot forget. 
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Sur la terre il n’est plus personne 
Qui se plaise k nous secourir. 

. Lorsque ton pfere m’abandonne, 

A qui pourrai-je recourir ? 

Ah ! tous les chagrins qu^il me donne, 
Toi seul, tu peux les adoucir« 

Melons nos tristes destinies, 

Et vivons ensemble toujours : 

Deux victimes infortun^es 
Se doivent de tendres secours. 

J’ai soin de tes jeunes ann^es, 

Tu prendras soin de mes vieux jours. 


Dors, mon enfant, clos ta paupi^re ; 
Tes cris me d^chirent le C(jeur ; 
Dors, mon enfant ; ta pauvre mere 
A bien assez de sa douleur. 



THE WIPE. 179 

No being on the earth is there, 

To help us in our need, 

Thy father’s gone, who ought to care, 

To whom then can I plead ? 

Thou only in the world cans’t give 
Some solace to despair, 

God grant we may together live. 

And every sorrow share! 

Since of all human aid bereft 
No husband, father near, 

To struggle with the world we’re left, 

We must each other cheer. 

In childhood’s days, I will supply, 

A father’s place to thee, 

And when old age shall dim mine eye, 

Do thou the same for me. 

Sweet infant sleep, thine eyelids close. 

Thy sobs my heart-strings tear. 

Sleep, sleep, dear child, thy mother’s woes, 

Are hard enough to bear I 



na Viome. 


Aimjlblb fille du Printemps, 
Timide araante des bocages, 

Ton doux parfiim flatte mes sens, 
Et tu sembles fuir mes honimages, 

Semblable au bienfaiteiir discret 
I>ont la main secourt Findigence, 
Tu nous pr^sentes le bienfait, 

Et tu Crains la reconnaidsaiice. 

Sans'faste, sans admirateur, 

Tu ^8 obscure, abandonn^e, 

Et Foeil encor cherche ta fleur, 
Quand Fodorat Fa devin^e. 



me Fiolet 


Tht praises I sing, sweet flower of spring, 
Gentle lover of evergreen shade, 

Thy fragrance so pure my senses allure, 

Yet of homage thou seemest afraid. 

Like those who bestow, regardless of show, 
Their gifts without hope of reward, 

So careless of thanks, ’neath emerald b^s, 
Thy perfume is lavished abroad. 

Abandoned and wild thou livest exiled. 

Nor carest for pomp or parade, 

And long ere the eye thy flowers discry, 
Thy scent has thy presence betrayed* 



132 LA VtOtETTE. 

Viens prendre place en nos jardins, 
Quitte ce s^jour solitaire, 

Je te promets, tons les matmo, 

Une eau limpide et salutaire. 

Que dis-je ? non, dans ces bosquets 
Reste, 6 violette ch^rie ! 

Heureux qui r^pand des bienfaits, 
Et, comme toi, cache sa vie I 


He 


Ton murmure, importun Kuisseau, 
Fatigue enfin ma patience. 

Cesse ik, Finstant $ tu dois, dans un humble silence 
Trainer ton maigre filet d’eau.’’ 

A cet ordre brutal, d’une voii douce et vive, 

Sans s’^tonner, le Ruisseau repartit : 

Monsieur, ^largissez ma rive, 

Otea Oes caiUoux de mon li^ 

Et faites, en un mot, que je roule a mon aise. 

Si vou^ voiilez que je me taise.^^ 



THE VIOLET. 


Oh ! waste not thy sweets in sylvan retreats, 
Condescend to enliven the bower. 

No negligence dread, each mom will I shed, 
On thy blossoms a chrystalline shower. 

Yet — no ! *tis unmeet my violet sweet, 

That of thee our woods be bereaved. 
For happy are they, like thee, who convey, 
Their blessings to man unperceived ! 




Cease thy babbling, importunate rill, 

“ And my patience don’t irritate so. 

It is meet, imobtrusive and still, 

That thy poor thread of waters should flow. 
Unabashed, with an accent so sweet. 

To this mandate the rivulet said : 

© enlarge then my banks, I entreat, 

‘‘ And cast out the stones from my bed, > 

If the sound of my murmurs don’t please, 
Have a care that I glide at my ease.” 



le Hapillom 


Daks une prairie a Cythere 
L^espifegle et malin Cupidon, 

Un jour ne sachant trop que faire, 
S’amuse a prendre lui Papillon, 

De grace, ^pargne un miserable, 
S’^cria I’insecte effray^ ; 

Fils de Venus, pour ton semblable, 
Tu dois montrer quelque piti^. 


Comme toi je porte des ailes, 
Voltigcr est ma douce loi : 

Je caresse les fleurs nouvelle^ 
Mais je suis moins I^ger que toi* 
Cupidon avec assurance, 

Lui soutient qu’il est dans I’erreur : 
Th6ms apporte la balance, 

Od se place chaque plaideur* 



%otft anH ttte 

V 


In a field that to Venus belonged 
Did Cupid the frolicsome boy, 

To amuse himself scarce knowing how, 

A Butterfly catch in his joy. 

Oh in mercy don’t kill me, exclaims 
The poor little insect in fright, 

Thou should’st surely some tenderness show, 
To one who resembles thee quite : 


Like to thee I have wings on my bact^ 
To flutter about is my right, 

And though fresh budding flow#s I kiss, 
I’m not so^in^nsto and light; 
Little boldness and force, 

Thb^i^^ment as stoutly assails. 

So a lbalanQe..iy llietiub i? brought, 
iFflr each to be in the 



186 l’amotjr et le papielon. 

Entre vous peu de difference, 

Dit Themis, levant le fl^au ; 

'ii 

Oui, je le gagerais d’avance, 

Vous s^rez au m^me niveau. 
Aussitfit repreuve commence, 

Et TAtnour fut, le croira-t’on ? 

Jugd dans la juste balance 
Plus legcr que le Papillon. 


3ie mmion. 


NaiTBE avec le printemps, mourir avec les roses, 
Sur I’aile du z6phyr nager dans un ciel pur, 
Balance sur le sein des i|eurs k peine ^closes, 
S'enivrer de parfums, de lumiwre et d^azur, 
Becouant, Jjsune encor, la poudre de ses ailes, 
S’envoler comme un souffle aux voutes dtemelles, 
Voilfc du papillonile destin enchant^ : 

B reasemble au ddsir, qui jamais ne se pose, 

Et, sans se satisfaire, effleurant toute chcMse, 
Retoi^e enfin au ciel chercher la voluptd. 



LOt® AND UlfE BUTTERFLY. 187 

Now so equal to Themis appeared, 

Each party’s notorious claim, 

Tliat she ventures a wager to make, 

They’d both weigh exactly the same ; 

And though credence can scarce be vouchsafed, 

’Tis averred when the trial was made, 

That adjudged in the balance of Truth, 

The Butterfly Cupid outweighed ! 



®|ie ISutterflp. 


Tt) be bom with the spring, with the roses to die, 

On the wings of a zephyr to float in the sky, 

Oe’r the bosom of flowers, half opened, to sail, 

On the perfume of azure and light to regale, 

And to scatter in youth the rich bloom from its wiii^, 
i Then at last, light as air, to yon Heaven upspring. 
Of the Butterfly such is the destiny bright ; 

It resembles dqsire, both inconstant and lighl^ 

That, un^tisified, wishes each object to share, ' 

So returns to skies to seek happiness tK^re. 



if Mnvit 


;A^ieu, charmant pays de France, 
Que je dois tant ch^rir ! 

Berceau de mon heureuse enfance, 
Adieu I te quitter c’est mourir. 


Toi que j’adoptai pour patrie, 

Et d'oii je crois me voir bannir, 
Entends les adieux de Marie, 
France, et garde son souvenir.^.;; 

Le vent souffle, on quitte la plage ; 
Et, peu touche de mes sanglots,' • 
Dieu, pour me rendre a tdn rivage, 
Dieu n’a point soulevd les flots. 



IWatp Utuarfd cstekDeU to dTtamt 


Farewell sweet land of France, whose praise, 
Li memory fond I cherish, 

Blest cradle of my childish days 
To quit thee is to perish ! 


Sweet sunny France, from thee exiled, 
Thy Mary’s tears are starting, 
Remember thine adopted child, 

Who sighs farewell at parting : 
The breeze is fair, we quit thy shore, 
Heaven disdains to hear me, 

That adverse winds may rage and roar, 
To keep our vessel near thee. 
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ABIEUX DE MARIE STUART. 

Adieu, charmant pays de France, 
Que je dois tant ch^rir ! 

Berceau de mon heureuse enfance, 
Adieu ! te quitter c’est mourir. 


Lorsqu’aux yeux du peuple que j^aime 
Je ceignis les lis dclatants, 

D applaudit au rang supreme 
Moins qu’aux cliarmes de mon printemps. 
En vain la grandeur souveraine 
M’attend chez le sombre Ecossais ; 

Je n’ai d^sird d’etre reine 

Que pour rdgner sur des Fran^ais, 


Adieu, charmant pays de France, 
Que je dois tant cherir ! 
Berceau de mon heureuse enfance, 
Adieu ! te quitter c’est mourir. 


L’amour, la gloire, le gdnie, 

Ont trop enivrd mes beaux jours ; 
Dans Tinculte Caledonie 
De mon sort va changer le cours. 
Hdlas ! un prdsage terrible 
Doit livrer mon coeur k Teffroi : 

J’ai cru voir, dans un songe horrible, 
Un dchafaud dressd pour moi. 



MABY STUART’S FAREWELL TO FRANCE. 191 


Farewell sweet land of France, whose praise, 
In memory fond I cherish, 

Blest cradle of my childish days, 

To quit thee is to perish ! 


When, with the lilies decked, I moved 
’Midst thy loved crowds in beauty, 
The homage that their hearts approved, 
Was paid to youth, not duty : 

The gloomy Scot presents in vain 
The tlirone and regal station, 

I’d rather far o’er Frenchmen reign, 
Queen of the Gallic nation. 


Farewell sweet land of France, whose praise, 
In memory fond I cherish. 

Blest cradle of my childish days. 

To quit thee is to perish ! 


By Fame, and Wit, and Love beguiled, 
My days slipped by in gladness, 
But now in Caledonia wild, 

Their current ends in sadness : 

A fearful dream, a vision dark, 

In horror passes o’er me. 

For in the womb of time I mark, 

A scaffold rise before me. 



192 


ADIEUX DE MARIE STUART. 


Adieu, cliarmant pays de France, 
Qiie je dels tant cherir ! 
Berceau de mon heiirei^se enfance 
Adieu ! te quitter e’est mourir. 


France, du milieu des alannes, 

La noble fille des Stuarts, 

Comme en ce jour qui voit ses larmes, 
Vers toi tournera ses regards. 

Mais, Dieu ! le vaisseau trop rapide 
Dejk vogue sous d’auters cieux ; 

Et la nuit, dans son voile humide, 
Derobe tes bords mes yeux ! 


‘Adieu, charm ant pays de France, 
Que je dois tant cherir ! 
Berceau de mon heureuse enfance, 
Adieu ! te quitter e’est mourir. 


He mmu 


Je voudrais vous parler et nous voir seuls tous deux 
Je ne con^ois pas bien pourquoi, je le desire. 

Je ne sals ce que je vous vi^ux ; 

Mais n’avez-vous rien k me dire ? 



MARY quart’s farewell TO PRANCE. 


Farewell sweet land of France, whose praise, 
In memory fond I cherish, 

Blest cradle of my childish days, 

To (juit thee is to perish! 


Stuart’s noble daughter, France will seek, 
When treachery alarms her. 

With tears, as now course down her cheek, 
Thy brightsome land which charms her, 
Alas! alas! we onward sail. 

To other skies I’m banished, 

Thy shore, beneath night’s humid veil 
Is fading fast — ’tis vanished! 


Farewell sweet land of France, whose praise, 
In memory fond I cherish. 

Blest cradle of my childish days, 

To quit thee is to perish ! 


TSlote. 


To see and to speak to you, dearest, I pine, 
Though it puzzles me hard to say what. 
The thing that I want, I can scarcely define, 
But you’ve something to say, have you not 





Du doux printemps aimable fleur 
Que tu me plais, rose ch^rie ! 
Mais hdlas I h peine fleurie, 

Tu perds ta brillante couleur. 


Toutefois, quand le sort funeste 
A d^cidd ta triste dn, 

Privds de ton eclat divin, 

De toi quelque parfum nous reste. 


Ainsi, quand d’un sage ici bas 
Soudain la paupi&e est ferm^e, 
11 nous reste apres son trdpas 
Le parfum de sa renomm^e. 



€f)e 



0 BEAUTEOUS flower of genial spring, 
Sweet rose, I love thy sight ! 

But scarce, alas ! thy charms are blown, 
Thau fade thy colors bright. 

And though by Nature's laws ordained 
So short a time to live, 

Yet robbed of all those glorious tints, 
Thy leaves sweet perfume give. 


Thus when a wise man's mortal breath 
Has fled its earthly frame, 

Yet after death there still exists 
The perfume of his fame. 



^ Wlap—^otU ftonanHate. 


JSn reponse a une Ode adressee a Vautexir sur la mart 
de sa Jille. 

Que le ciel et mon cocur b^nissent ta pens^e 
Toi qui pleurs de loin cc que la mort m’a pris ! 

Et que par ta pitid cette larme versce 
. - Devienne une pcrle sans prix ! 

Que Tange de ton coeur devant Dieu suspende 
Pour le faire briller de la splendeur des cieux 
Et qu’en larme%de joie un jour il te les rende 
Ccs pleurs, aumone de tes yeux ! 

Oh ! quand j’ai lu ce nom qui rempUssalt naguere 
De joie et de clarte mon oreille et mon cceur, 

Ce nom que j’ai scelle sur mes levres de pere 
Comme un myst^re de douleur ! 

Quand je Tai lu grave sur ta fonfebre page, 

Un nuage mes yeux de mouf; coeur a monte, 

Et j’ai (lit en moi-meme : il n’est 'jilDnc nuUe plage 
Oil quelque ange ne Tait poft^ ? 



Co jDfl. SClap— ^ USttttlb IPoet. 


Li reply to an Ode addressed to the Author on 
Death of his Daughter. 

May bounteous Heaven reward thee for the sif?hs. 
That from afar bewailed my seraph girl, 

And may each tear that started from thine eyes, 
Shine forth a priceless pearl ! 

May guardian angels in yon realms above, 

Suspend them in the beams of endless day, 

And may bright tears of compensating love 
Those thou hast shed repay ! 


Oh ! when I read that name which erst appealed 
With rapturous pleasure both to heart and sense, 
But now to Father’s cheerless lips is sealed 
From agony intense ! 

And when I read with tear-suffusing eyes, 

In thy kind melancholy verse her name, 

IVe inly said, then ’neath yon glorious skies, 
Each land has sung her fame ! 



AM. WAP — POEXE HOLLANDAIS. 

Et qu’ai je fait, dis moi, pour m^riter, 6 barde, 

Que ton front se couvrit de cendre avec le mien ? 
Dieu n’avait pas remis cette enfant sous ta garde, ^ 
Mon bonheur n’etait pas le tien ! 

Nous parlons ici-bas des langues dtrangeres, 

L’onde de mes torrents n’est pas Feau que tu bois : 
Mais Fame comprend Fame, et la piti^ rend freres 
Tbus ceux dont le cceur est la voix. 


Toute voix qui la nomme entre au fond de mon airu 
Je ne puis sans palir en entendre le son, 

Et j’adore de Foeil jusqu’aux lettres de flamme 
Qui composaient son divin nom ! 

Le jour, la nuit, tout haut ma bouche les epelle 
Comme dans leur sens ces lettres Fenferniaient ! 
IJ^^emble a mon amour que quelque chose d'elle 
Vit dans ces sons qui la nommaient 


Oh ! si comme mon cceur I si tu Favais connue ! 
Si dans le plus divin de tes songes d’amant 
Cette forme angelique une heure etoit venue 
Luire devant toi seulement I 
Si le rayon vivant de son regard celeste 
Ce rayon, dont mon ceil douze ans fut rejoui, 

Edt plonge dans le tien comme un Eclair qui reste 
A Jamais dans Fceil ebloui ; 



TO M. WAP — A DUTCH POET. 
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What have I done, sweet bard, that thou should’st share 
My grief in this supremacy, of woe? 

Heaven placed her not ’neath thy protecting care, 

Such bliss thou didst not know! 

Our thoughts we do not in one tongue express, 

Nor do we drink the waters of one rill, 

But genial souls find brothers in distress 
When hearts responsive thrill! 


Each voice that names her I delight to hear, 
Though at the sound I tremble with alarm, 
The very letters of that name so dear, 

Possess a magic charm! 

And day and night I spell them o’er and o’er, 
As if in them some mystic power were bound, 
It seems that part of her whom I adore 
Lives in their liallowed sound! 


Oh ! if like me ! thou’dst known that child adored '! 
If in the vision of life’s brightest dream, 

That seraph face for one brief hour had poured 
On thee its radiant beam! 

If the bright glance of her celestial eye, 

Which twelve short summers did iny soul delight, 
Had plunged in thine, as lightning from the sky 
Quenches the dazzled sight! 



200 A M, WAP — POETE HOLLANDAIS. 

Si ses cheveux pareils aux rayons cle I’aurore, 
Dont sa mere lissait les soyeux echeveaux, 
Deployant les reflets du cuivre qui les dore, 
Avaient deroule leurs anneaux ; 

Si tu les avais vus en deux ailes de femme, 
Sur sa trace en coiirant aprcs elle voler 
Et decouvrir ce front oii les baisers de Tame 
Allaient d’eux mcmes se roller ! 


Si ton oreille avait entendre Tharmonie 
De sa voix ou dej^ vibraient a Tunisson 
L’innocence et I’amour, le coeur et le genie, 
Modules dans un meme son ! 

Si de ce doux echo ton oreille etait pleino 
Et si, passant ton doigt sur ton front incertain 
Oomme moi tu sentais encor la tiede haleine 
De ses longs baisers du matin ! 


Comme moi tu n’aurais qu’un seul nom sur la bouclic 
Qu’une blessure au coeur, qu’une image dans I’oeil, 
Qu’une ombre sur tes pas, qu’un reve dans ta couche, 
Qu’une lampe an fond du cercueil ! 

Elle, elle, et toujours elle, elle dans chaque aurore ! 
Elle dans Fair qui flotte afin d’y respirer ! 

Elle dans le passe pour s’y tourner encore, 

Elle au ciel pour le d&irer. 



TO M. WAP — A DUTCH POET. 
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If tresses brilliant as the morning ray . 
Braided and cherished by a mother’s care, 
Burnislied with golden tints, in wanton play 
Had streamed in ringlets fair, 

If thou had’st seen them waving, as she flew 
O’er flowery meadows, heedless of control, 
Baring a brow, that heavenly kisses drew, 
From thy enraptured soul! 


If the rich music of her voice thou’dst heard, 
Harmonious index of the soul within, 

Where genius, feeling, love and truth concurred 
A father’s heart to win ! 

And as its echoes lingered in thy breast, 

Across the brow thy doubtful hand thou’dst borne, 
Like me, hadst felt the fragrant dew imprest, 

Of her rapt kiss at morn ! 


One name would be thy lips continual theme, 

Thine heart one wound, thine eye one image bright, 
Thy steps one shadow, and thy rest one dream, 
Thy grave one cresset’s light ! 

Her name thou’dst hail at earliest dawn of day, 

Her breath respire where’er thy footsteps trod, 

She’d gild thy past with one perpetual ray, 

And raise thy heart to God ! 



202 A M. WAP — POETE HOLLANDATS. 

C’etait I’unique fleur do I’Eden de ma vie 
Oil le parfum du del ne se corrompit pas, 

Le seul esprit d’en haut que la mort assouvie 
N’eut point doignd de rnes pas ! 

C’dait de mes beaux jours la plus pure pensce, 
Que Dieu d’un voeu d’amour, me permit d’aiiimer 
Pour que dans ce beau corps, mon ame retracee 
Put se r^fl^cbir et s’aiiner ! 


Je la vois devant moi, la niiit, comme line i^toilc 
Dont la lueur me cherche et vlent me carresser ; 
Le jour, comme un portrait detach^ de la toile 
Qui s’elance pour m’embrasser !, 

Jc la vois s’enfuyant dans mon sein qui I’adore 
Faire ^clater, de son rii^e triumphant, 

0u du sein de sa m^re, mon baiser sonore 
Apporter ses levres d’enfant ! 


J e la vois, grandissant sous les palmiers d’Asie, 

Se murir aux rayons de ces soleils nouveaux, 

Et reveuse d4ja, lutter de poesie 
Avec le chant de ses oiseaux. 

J’entenda k tiiocr issu se reveler son ame, 

Dans ces vagues soupirs d’un coeur qui se pressent, 
Prdudes enchantes de ses accords de femme 
Oil Tame va donner Facceiit ! 



TO M. WAP — A DUTCH POET. 

Slie was the floweret of my summer’s prime, 
Wliose Eden fragrance had been left unsoiled, 
The only treasure that remorseless Time, 

Had not from me despoiled ! 
vShe was the dream ideal of my youth, 

AVhich God in mercy granted to ray prayer, 

A reflex bright of innocence and truth, 

When all was calm and fair ! 


At night, I see her as a starry flame, 

Whost* rays caress me with their dallying grace, 
By day, a portrait gliding from its frame. 

That darts to my embrace ! 

I see her flying to my doting breast, 

Her face all radiant with seraphic bliss, 

Or in her mother’s circling arms caressed, 
Return my ardent kiss ! 


’Neath Syrian palms I watched her form expand, 
' And ripen ’neath that bright and cloudless sky, 

In music nursed, would she in numbers bland, 

W With feathered songsters vie ; 

Proudly I watched the issue of a mind, 

With such unconscious brilliancy impressed, 
Prelude enchanting of the gems enshrined, 
Within the woman’s br^st ! 
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OuJ, pour revivre encor, je vis dans son image, 

Le coBur plein d’un object ne croit pas a la mort : 
Elle est morte pour vous qui cherchez son visage, 
Mais pour nous die est pr&, elle vit, elle dort : 

Je Tentends, je Tappelle, et je sais que chaque hoim 
Avance I’heure fixe oii je vais la revoir, 

Et je dis chaque jour, au penser qui la pleure : 

A demain ! peut-etre k ce soir ! 


Oh si de notre amour I’espoir etait le reve ! 

Si nous ne devious pas retrouver dans les deux 
Ces etres adores qu^un ciel jaloux enleve, 

Que nous suivons du cccur, que nous cherchons des yeux 
Si je ne devais plus revoir, toucher, entendre 
Elle ! elle qu’en esprit je sens, j’entends, je vols, 

"*'A son regard d’amour encore me suspendre, 
Frissonner encore a sa voix. 


* 

* 

% 




* 



* 
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I only live her image to retrace I 

In tills thought rapt, no fear can death instill, ^ 

She’s dead to those who seek her outward face, 

For us, she slumbers still ; 

I hear, I call her, and each hour I know, 

Hastens the union with my soul’s delight^ 

Each day I cry, as tears unconscious flow, 

Perhaps we meet to-night ! 


Oh ! if such hope were but an idle dream ! 

If those so prized, removed to yonder skies, 
Whose memory’s cherished with a love supreme. 
No more should greet our eyes, 

If ’twere denied me to embrace once more. 

She who in spirit I both feel and hear, 

Whose voice still vibrates in my bosom’s core. 
Whose glance still lingers near ! 


The thought I’d scout as blasphemy unheard, 
With all the energy of deathless love, 

Though all the world the damning fact averred, 
And angels from above ! 

First perish all yon countless spheres and this, 
E’er I’d believe the soul -condemning lie, ■ 
That she, lyho formed my life’s supremest bliss, 
No rnore should mee:^ my eye. I 
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A M. WAP— POETE fiOtLANDAIS. 

Mais toi qui, m’as comprls, toi dont la voix mortelle 
Bend la voix dans mon sein a des 6chos si chers ! 
Toi qui.me dis son nom ! toi qui fais parlor d’elle 
La langue immortelle des vers ! 

Que les anges du ciel recueillent ta parole 
Cette parole aida mes larmes k sortir ! 

Et que le chant du ciel dont ta voix me console 
Dans ta vie aille retentir. 


Pour ce tribut pieux, de ta paupiere humide, 
Puisses-tu, jusqu’au soir de tes jours de bonheur, 
Ne voir a ton foyer jamais de place vide, 

^ D’abiine creuse dans ton cceur ! 

Et puisse a ton chevet, veillant ton agonie, 
line enfant dans son sein recevoir tes adieux : 
iissuyer ta sueur, et comme un doux genie ; 

Cacher la mort, et montrer Dieu ! 



a ' xMtcb POWt. 

But thoa my heart hast fathomed, and In strains 
Of matchless melody hast sung her praise, 

Which as I read my anguished soul enchains, 

To thoughts of by-gone days ! 

May angels bright thy hallowed verse embalm, 
Wliich pent up sorrow thus dissolves in tears, 
And through life’s vale may its blest echoes calm, 
Thy thoughts in after years. 


Oh may thy days to life’s extremest close, 

For this blest gift, glide on in cloudless joy, 

Nor may bereavement, with its train of woes, 

Domestic bliss destroy, 

And may a daughter’s voice thy soul Illume, 

When death thy worn-out spirit shall release, 

And soothe and cheer thy passage through the tomb, 

To realms of endless peace ! 

Note.— Thj& prevailing* tenor of Lamartine’s poetry is moral and 
religious, and It is inconceivable how in the l^th stanza of this 
piece, he shptdd have made use of language which can hardly 
designated ii?i any other term than that of blasphemy. The 
translator would willingly have omitted it both in l^rench and 
English, could this^have been effected without destroying the con- 
necting sense of the preceding and following verses, but finding 
this impracticable he has reluctantly been obliged to substitute, in 
[ lien of the obnoxious stanza, a verse entirely of his own, 



iSnnire ^ttt Aiet. 


Je me disais : Tous les dieux du bel age 
MWt d^laiss^ ; me voilk seul et vieux. 
Adieu Fespoir que leiir troupe volage 
MWait donn^ de me fermer les yeux, 

Je le disais, lorsqu^une enchanteresse 
Vient et d’un mot ravit mes sens troubles. 
Ah ! c’est encor quelque beauts traitresse ; 
Tous les Amours ne soiit pas en voids. 


Oui, c^est encor quelque sujet de peine ; 
Mais du repos je suis si fatigud 1 
Lorsqu’d trente ans je pliais sous ma chitiie, 
Plus malheureux, ppurt€mt j^etais plus gai. 
Le del m^envoie une reine nouvell^ : 
Combien d’a[ttraits les sienS ni’cnt ra^^Ks 1 
dWtomne, elle j 

Toils les Amours'lui s^ pas 



Move l[LoOe». 


I SAID to myself, I am old and alone, 

Of my youth all the pleasures have fled, 

The hopes they engendered for ever have flown, 
There are none to cate for me when dead ; 

As I spoke an enchantress enraptured my sight, 

Her first words all my troubles repay, 

Then in beauty, said I, there is still some delight, 

All the Loves have not vanished away 1 

It may proVe, it is true, an occasion for paih, 

But this yveary repose I detest, 

Wh^>^thitiy I bowed ’neath thejroubtesome chain, 
I had cm*es, but was gay, and hlfst I , 

Now that heaven has sent me a new^Kttla queen, 
the roses her foote^^ 

of thf pai^ in her presexicf fire seen, 
Att tlie Loves h^te not vanished ai^iy I 
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Mes yeux encore ont des pleurs a r^pandre ; 

Ma voix encore a des chants amoureux. 

Aimons, chantons. La beaute vient m’appren^i 
A triompher des hivers rigotireux. 

Tout me sourit ; les fleurs brillent plus belles, 
Les jours plus purs, les cieux plus ^toilcs. 

Dans Pair plus doux j’entends battre des ailes : 
Tous les Amours ne sont pas envoles. 


Winnotence et le Uepmtiv. 


Rencontuant im jour I’innocence, 
Et s’^loignant, non sans rougir, 
Laissez-moi fuir votre presence, 

Lui dit alors le Repentir : 

Eh I *quoi, n’etes-vous pas mon frere, 
R^pondit-elle en Farretant ? 

Venez. La Vertu yous attend, 

AUons embrasser notre m^re. 
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With affectionate tears, still my eyes can o’erflow, 

Still an amorous song can I sing, 

So we’ll warble and love, since from beauty, I know, 
That tlie winter of life has its spring ! 

All around me is smiling, the flowers more fair, 

More genial and balmy the day, 

Of their wings the soft rustling I note in the air, 

All the Loves have not vanished away ! 


lEnnocen^r ann RepentAttm 


Repentance, blushing, I’ve heard say, 
Encountering Innocence one day, 

Asked leave t’avoid the placid maid, 
Though first shun het he assayed : 
But quickly stopping him, she cried, 
My brother, turn not thus aside, 

For Virtue waits you close by this, 
Then come, our mutual mother kiss. 



Itnptobi^^e st lii 


Jeuovaii de la terre a consacre les cimes : 

\ 

Elies sont de ses pas le divin inarchepied : 

C'est la qu’environii^ de ses foudres sublimes 
II vole, il descend, il s’assied* 

Sina, I’Olympe meme eii cotiservent la trac^ : 
L’Horeb, en tressadlant, s’incliiia sous ses pas ; 
Thor entendit sa voix, Gelbo6 vit sa face ; 
Golgotha pleura son trdpas. 

Dieu que TH^bron connait, Dieu que C6dar adore ! 
Ta gloire a ces rochers jadis se d^voila ; 

Sur le sommet des monts nous te cherchons encore ; 
Seigneur, r^ponds-npus ; es-tu Ik ? 



iltne^ rngsmtls on biMting ^tanlre 
€tfavtumt:^ 


All the summits of mountains Jehovah has blest, 

As His footstools on earth arc they here, 

And, surrounded by thunder and storm, on their crest, 
He at times condescendvS to appear ! 

On Olympus and Sinai his footsteps have been, 

And Horeb shrunk back at his breath, 

On Thor was he heard, on Gilboa was seen, 

And Golgotha wept at his death. 

Whom? Hebron thus knew, and wtiom Kedar adored, 
On whose summits his glory once glowed, 

On these glaciers sublime do we seek thee, 0 Lord, 
Say, if still thou hast here thine abode ? 



IMPROVISEE A LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE. 

Paisibles habitans de ces salntes retraites, 

CJomipe au pied de ces monts oil priait Israel, 

Dans le calme des nuits, des hauteurs ou vous ot^s, 
N’entendez vous done rlen du ciel ? 

Ne voyez-vous jamais Ics divines phalj^iges 
Sur VOS domes saerds descendre et se pencher ? 
N^entendez-vous jamais des doux concerts des anges 
Retentir Techo du roc her ? 


Quoi ! Tame en vain regarde, aspire, implore, dcoute ! 
Entre le ciel et nous est-il un mur d’airain ? 

Vos yeux toujours levds vers la cdleste voiite, 

Vos yeux sont-ils levds en vain ? 

I^our s’dlancer, Seigneur, oil ta voix les appelle, 

Les astres de la nuit ont des chars de saphirs ; 

Pour s’dlever a toi, I’aigle au i||oins a son aile ; 

Nous n’avons rien que nos soupirs ! 

Que la voix de tes saints s’dleve et te ddsarme j 
La priere du juste est Tencens des mortels ; 

Et nous, pdcheurs, passoiis : nous n’avons qu’une larme 
A rdpanJre sur tes autels. 
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As ’neath Sinai when Israel was watching in prayer. 
Placid dwellers in peace do ye hear. 

In the stillness of night through these regions of air 
Hallowed sounds in the Heavenly sphere? 


Do ye never the legions of Heaven perceive 
Hover over your sacred domains ? 

Or the pecans of Angels re-echoed at -eve 
Midst the rocks in melodious strains ? 

’Twixt the Heavens and man is all intercourse barred ? 

Must his soul unavailingly pray ? 

]\lust those eyes tliat yon vault unremittli\g regard 
Not receive one encouraging ray ? 

The planets have cars amethystine to bring 
Thy mandate through measureless skies, 

To approach to Thy light has the eagle his wing, 

, But man has, alas ! but his sighs ! 

May Thy wrath be appeased by the incense divine. 
That ascends up in prayers from thy Saints, 

And let sinners, like us, shed a tear on Thy shrine, 
And pass on— without senseless complaints. 





Quand vous mctlitez i^n projet, 

Ne pnbliez point votre, affaire : 

On se rej)erit toujours d’un langage mdiscret, 
Et presque jamais du myst^re. 

Le causeur dit tout ce qu’il sait, 
L’etourdi, ce qu’il ne sait guere, 

Les jeunes, ce qu’ils font, les vieux, ce qu’ils ont 
Et les sots ce qu’ils veulent faire. 


He S<ommetl an Cstnn. 


Sous ses lambris dores, un tyran d^test<^ 

Dormait, eu apparence, avec tranquility, 

Le soinineil, dit quelqu’un, est-il fait pour le crime ? 
Et quoi ! le ciel ypargne sa victime. 
Imprudent ! au bruit que tu feis, 

Dit un Fakir, tremble qu’il ne s’^veille : 

Le ciel perraet que le mycKant sommeille, 

Pour que le sage ait des momens de paix. 





When you fix on a plan, don^t disclose it to man, 

To self keep it strictly confined, 

For a tongue indiscreet, disappointment will meet, 

But silence leaves nothing behind : 

Thus a gossip will say, all he’s heard in the day, 

The giddy what scarcely he knows, [done. 

What theyTe doing the young, so the old what they have 
And Ipols all their secrets disclose. 




As a tyrant apparently slumbered at ease, 

^Neath a canopy gorgeous and bright. 

Eh ! what, exclaims one, with such blessings as these, 
Does Providence sinners requite ? 

Hush, hush, a Fakeer, with anxiety, cries, 

Have a care lest he wake at thy noise, 

That a despot should sleep is a gift from the skies, 
Which the sage with contentment enjoys. 





Sur la mort dCune jeune Jille. 

Apkes avoir dit quelque temps : 
Elle ^tait jeune, elle 6tait belle, 

On I’oublira ; Hierbe nouvelle 
Couvrira sa tombe au printemps. 
Ses compagnes, dans la prairie, 
Viendront un jour cueillSTclcs fleurs 
Sur la cendre de leur amie, 

Et les ris essuiront les pleurs. 

fixant sa course l^g^re, 

Le jeune chasseur, vers le soir^ 

Se reposera sans savoif’ 

Qu’il foule aux pieds une bergere. 



lISfali ate eoon ^Forgotten 


And when theyVe said, poor thing, alas! 

She’s left us in her youthful bloom,” 
They’ll soon forget her — and the grass 
Will ere the spring conceal her tomb ; 

To cull the lovely flowers that blow 
Above the ashes of their friend, 

Her young companions there may go, 

But tears, with radiant smiles, will blend ! 
Tile huntsman too at noon-day heat, 

To r^t his limbs, may choose that spot, 
Unconscious that beneath his feet 
A virgin’s bones oblivious rot ! 
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Crucifix* 


Toi quc j’ai recueiUi sur sa bouche expirante 
Avc« son dernier souffle et son dernier adieu, 
Symbole deux fois saint, don d’une main mourante, 
Image de mon Dieu ! 

Que de pleurs ont coule sur tes pieds que j’adore, 
Depuis riieure sacree ou, du sein d’un martyr, 

Dans mes tremblantes mains tu passas, tiMe encore 
De son dernier soupir f 

Lcs saints flambeaux jetaient une demiere flamme ; 
Le pretre murmurait ces doux chants de la mort, 
Pareils aux chants plaintifs qde mttrmure une femme 
A I’enfant qui s’endort: 



€i)e Crucifix* 


Oh thou received with the expiring breath, 

And last farewell of her poor mortal clod, 

Twice sacred symbol^ holy gift of Death, 

Bleat image of my God ! 

What tears I’ve shed upon thy feet divine, 

Since that dread hour when, from the Martyr’s form, 
Thou passedst to these trembling hands of mine, 

Still, with her last sigh, warm ! 

The sacred torches cast a flickering glare, 

The Priest was pleading at the throne above. 

With vbice ^ plaintive as a mother’s prayer 
^ her sleeping love, 
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le ciitciPtSt:; 

€ e sou pieux espoir son front gardait la trace, 
t sur ses traits frappes d’une auguste beaute 
La douleur fugitive avait ^mpreint sa grace, 

La mort sa majeste ! 

Le vent qui caressait sa tete echevelee 
Me montrait tour a tour ou me voilait ses traits, 
Comme Ton voit flotter sur un blanc mausolee 
L’ombre des noirs cypres. 

Un de ses bras pendait de la funebre couch e, 
L’autre, languissamment replie sur son cceur, 
Semblait chercher encore et presser sur sa bouche 
B’iinage du Sauveur. 

Ses levres s’entr’ouvraient pour Tembrasser encore, 
Mils son ame avait fui dans ce divin baiser, 
Comme un Idger parfum que la flamme devore 
Avant de Tembraser. 

Maintenant tout dormait sur sa bouche glacee, 

Le souffle ge taisait dans son sein endormi, 

Et sur I’oeil sans regard la paupiere affaiss^e 
Retombait a demi. 

Et moi, debout, saisi d’une temur secrete, 

Je n’bsais m^approcher de ce rested ador^^>^ 
Comme si du tr%>as la majesti^ muette 
L’edt d^a consacre I 
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A brow that beamed with hope you there might trace, 
And o’er those lineaments and upraised eye, 

A momentary grief had stamped its grace, 

And Death his majesty ! 

The breeze that through her scattered tresses strayed, 
Would now conceal, and now her features show, 

As o’er a marble tomb the cypress sliade 
Flits darkly to and fro. 

One arm hung listless from the bed of Death, 

The other rested on her head adored, 

Ami seemed to seek and press with parting breath, 

The image of her Lord. 

Once more to kiss it did her lips unclasp, 

But til at rapt kiss the spark of life consumes ! 

Like as a flame, ere folded in its grasp, 

Devours the chalice fumes. 

On her gli|fed mouth a stilly calm reposed. 

No breath now heaved within her bosom’s cell. 

And o’er her sightless orbs the lids half closed 
In languor drooped and fell. 

With secret terror, pallid and unxnanned. 

Towards h^, blessed corpse I dared npt stir, 

As if ^re^ay D^th’s majestic hand 
consecrated her ! 



224 : LE cnvcinx. 

Je n^osais ! •..*. mais le pretre entendit mon silence, 
Et de ses doigts glaces prenant le crucifix : 

“ Voila le souvenir et voUa Fesperance : 
Emportez-les, mon fils.” 

Oui, til me resteras, d funcbre heritage ! 

Sept fois, depuis ce jour, I’arbre que j’ai plante 
Sur sa tombe sans nom a change son feuillage : 

Tu lie m’as pas quitte. 

Place pres de ce coeur, helas I oii tout s’efface, 

Tu Fas centre le temps ddfendu de I’oubli, 

Et mes yeux goutte a goutte ont imprime leur trace 
Sur rivoire amolli. 

0 dernier confident de Fame qui s'envole. 

Vi ms, reate sur moii coeur ! parle encore, ct dis-moi 
Ce qu’elle te disait quand sa faible parole 
NVrivaiit plus qu’Jl toi ; 

-^ cette heure douteuse, ou Fahie recueilliij^ 

Se (^chant sous le voile epaissi sur nos yeux, 

Hors de nos sens glaces pas a pas se replie, 

Sourde aux demiers adieux ; 

Alors qu’entre la vie et la mOrt incertaine, 

Cpmme un fruit paur son ppids detacIlS ^^^^ 

Notre ame est suspendue et tremble a claque baleine 
Sur Ja nuit du tombeaii ; 



THE CRUCIFIX. 

The Priest my hesitation knew and felt, 

As from lier hand the sacred cross he bore, 

And bid me oft, as o’er thi^ scene I dwelt, 

This crucifix adore. 

And I have kept thee, heritage of gloom ! 

Seven times the leaves have fallen from tlie tree 
I planted o’er her loved and nameless tomb, 

And thou art still with me ! 

Placed near this heart, where all soon fades apace, 
’Gainst ruthless time hast thou her memory kept, 
And o’er the softened ivory may you trace, 

The bitter tears I’ve wept ! 

Say, last recipient of her fleeting breath, 

What were the words that thou alone could’st hear, 
When in the fearful, agony of death, 

She wliispered in thine ear ; 

In that dread hour when, hidden from our eyes, 
Wrapt in itself, with heavenly visions fed, 

The concentrated soul, to human ties 
Of sympathy is dead 5 

And balanced, as it were, ’twixt life and death, 

As o’er -ripi^ liaiigs quivering on the tree, 

The faltering soul, suspended on each breath, 
Awfidijs Eternity ; ; 
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Quand des chants^ des sanglots, la confuse harmonie 
N’^veille deja plus notre esprit endormi, 

Aux levres du mourant coUe dans Tagonie, 

Comme un dernier ami ; 

Pour eclaircir Thorrcur de cet etroit passage, 

Pour relcver vers Dieu son regard abattu, 

Divin consolateur, dont nous baisons Timage, 
Rcponds ! que lui dis-tu ? 

Tu sais, tu sais mourir ! et tes lannes divines, 

Dans cette nuit terrible oil tu prias en vain, 

De I’olivder sacre baignerent les racines 
Du soil jusqu’au matin. 

De la croix, bii ton mil sonda ce grand mystere, 

T 1 vis ta m^re en pleurs et la nature cn deuil ; 

Tu laissas comme nous tes amis sur la terre, 

Et ton corps au cercueil ! 

An nom de cette mort, que ma faiblesse obtienne 
De rendre sur ton sein cc douloureux soupir : 
Quand mon heure viendra, souviens-toi de la tienne, 
O toi qui sais mourir ! 

Je chercherai la place ou sa bouche expiraiite 
Exliala sur tes pleds rirrSvocable adieus 
Et son' ame viendra guider mon ame errant 
Au sein du meme Dieu. 
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And the blent harmony of hymns and sobs, 

The fleeting spirit can no more arrest, 

As earth’s last friend, with agonizing throbs, 

Thou to the lips art pressed ! 

To clieer her passage through death’s dark abyss, 
And raise witl\ hope her downcast eye to heaven, 
{Saviour Divine ! whose image here we kiss 
What was the comfort given ? 

Tlioii knowest how to die ! and tears of blood, 

On that dread night, when thou in vain didst pray, 
Watered the sacred Olive as a flood, 

From eve to dawn of day. 

Thine eye there pierced of Time the mystic womb, 
And from thy cross thou saw’st a mother’s woe, 
Like us thou left’st thy body to the tomb, 

And loving friends below ! 

In that Death’s name oh let my weakness crave. 
That on thy breast I yield my latest sigh, 

When comes that hour do thou recall thy grave, 
Who knowest how to die ! 

Til seek the place, where her dear lips imprest 
Upon this eiross the last farewell she sighed, 

Ajid may he# spirit to the Saviour’s breast, 

My dying footsteps guide. 
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Ah ! puisf^, puisse alors sur ma funebre couclie, 
Triste et calme a la fois, comme un ange eplorc, 
line figure en deuil recueillir sur ma ])ouche 
L’heritage sacre ! 


Soutiens ses derniers pas, (;harme sa dernicre honrc, 
Et, gage consacre d’esperance et d’amoiir, 

De celui qui s’eloigne a celui qui demeure 
Passe ainsi tour a tour ! 

Jusqu’au jour oii, des morts per5aiit la voute sombre, 
Uuc voix dans Je del les appelant sept fois, 
Ensemble eveillera ceux qui torment a Tombre 
De reternelle croix ! 
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Vouchsafe, O Lord, when I this worid must leave, 
Some sorrowing friend may Death’s last hour assuage, 
And from my lips this crucifix receive, 

A saered heritage ! 

May it to lieaven her dying prayers uplift, 

And passing thus from dead to living friend. 

Of love and hope the consecrated gift, 

From lips to lips descend ! 

Until that hour, when God’s triumphant voice, 

Seven times resounded shall awake the dead, 

And bid the meek, relying soul rejoice, 

That to the cross had fled ! 



Ua j[liii00anc« Dftt S^mUtnv. 



Qu£LL£ clarte peryante 
Se r^pand dans les airs ! 
La flamme des eclairs 
Est moins eblouissante. 
Quelle clarte per9ante 
Se r^pand dans les airs ! 


Ne craignez rien, pasteurs : un enfant vient de naltre, 
Concevez Tespoir plus doux. , 

C’est le Fils du t^est vdtre maltre^ 

Qui veut yivre, habiter et mourir parmi vous. 





WllAT dazzKng brightness strikes the sense 
And flashes o’er the eye ? 

Ko meteor flame is so intense 
No lightning in the sky ! 

What means the bright effulgent glow 
That streams upon the world below ? 

Pear not ye shepherds, ^tis the sign 
A child is bom to night ; 

Your blessed Master, God divine. 

Thus veils His glory bright ! 

And in your flesh has come to save 
Mon from corruption and the grave ! 
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Dans sa cabane et sous ses ianges 
Allez le reverer, 

Et partagez avec les anges 
L’honneur de Tadorer. 


Gloire au Tres-Haut, paix aux fideles 
Qui serviront leur Createur.^ 
Desespoir, larrnes ^temelles 
Aux eimemis dii Dicu Sauveur, 
Eveillons r6cho des montagnes, 
Bergers, pr&ipitons nos pas. 
Traversons nos froides campagnes, 
Malgre la nuit et les frimas. 


Suspens tes ravages, 
Hiver rigoureux ; 
Aquilons fougueux, 
Fuyez cos rivages. 


Oiseaux qu^en nos bois 
Leur souffle intimide, 
Sur la branche humide 
Ranimez vos voix. 
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In swaddling clothes He’s wrapt^ and lies 
Within a manger bare, 

Haste to present your sacrifice 
Of gratitude and prayer ; 

And with th’ angelic host above, 

Unite your joyful song of love : 


And glory be to God on High, 

Good will to man on earth, 
ro every Nation far ami nigh 

That hails the Saviour’s birth ! 

But scalding tears and quenchless flame, 
To those who scorn His sacred name : 


Let us awake sweet echo’s voice 
On every mountain crest, 

And bid all nature round rejoice. 
For earth and man are blest ! 
To Bethrhem let us onward speed. 
Nor biting frost, or darkness heed ! 


Oh ! Winter cease thy storms awhile, 
Thy piercing cold abate, 

And let the tuneful birds beguile 
Our woods now desolate ! 

For every thing on earth should raise 
Its voice th’ Eternal God to praise ! 


w 3 





LA NAISSANCE DU SAUVEUR. 


Hatez-v6us d’eclorre, 
Fleurs, parez nos champs ; 
Ces heureux instans 
Valent bien Vaurore 
Du plus beau printemps* 


Lieu champ ctre, creche adorable, 

Tu nous remplis dWour, de respect et d’eftroi. 

Ah ! quel mystere ipipenetrable ! 

O precieux enfant, nous esperons en toi. 


Oui, bergers, le maitre supremo 
A daigne prendre un corpi morteL 
C’est lui dont les astres du ciel 
Sont le siiperbe diademe ; 

Sous les traits dhm enfant vous voyez I’Eternel. 


Que nos voix, que nos cceufs benissent 
L’heureux sort dont nous jouissons. 

Tels qu’a la fete des moissons 
Les laboureurs se r^jouissent, 

Tels que les soldafs s’applaudissent, 

Quand an brviit aigu des clairons, 

Du butin partag6, vainqueurs ils s’enrichissent ; 
Tels et plus satisfaits, grand Dieu, nous b^nissons 
L^heureux sort dont nos coeurs joulssent. 
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Your beauteous tints bright flowers resume, 
Your charms o’er Nature fling, 

An hour like this exceeds the bloom 
Of Canaan’s fairest spring ! 

And things inanimate as well, 

Their Great Creator’s praise should swell ! 

Oh ! favored spot, oh ! crib adored. 

What fears and joys combined 
Are in the doubting bosom poured, 

And agitate the mind ! 

The heart by intuition feels, 

The blessings that thy birth conceals ! 

Shepherds rejoice, in human guise 
Your God on earth appears, 
lie who is crowned in yonder skies, 

With all the starry spheres ! 

For in that cradled form you see 
The God of all eternity ! 

That we have seen these glorious days, 
Rejoice with heart and song. 

Such as at harvest home,” in praise. 

The labourers prolong ! 

Or such as soldiers shout in pride, 

When, conquerors, they the spoil divide ! 



236 


LA NAISSANCE DU SAUVEUE. 


^ Honneur, triomphe, gloire 
Au Dieu dc Tunivers. 

Chantons, melons nos voix aux c61cstes concerts. 
Nuit h jamais celebre ! eclatante victoire ! 

La mort et le pech6 sont rentr6s dans leurs fers. 


Honneur, triomphe, gloire 
Au Dieu de Funivers. 


iSpitaytje He Ctmon. 


Passant laisse ma c^dre en paix, 

Ne cherche point mon nom, apprends que je te hiiis 
II suffit que tu sois un homme. 

Tietis, tu vois ce tombeau qui me couvre aujourd’hui 
Je ne veux rien de toi, ce que je veux de lui, 

C’est qu’il se brise, et qu^il t’assomme. 
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Our joy exceeds, such praise as this, 
Great God of heaven and earth, 
Thy goodness fills our souls with bliss, 
Our hearts with sacred mirth, 

To God the universal King, 

Eternal praise and homage bring ! 

Then swell the glad, exulting cry 
That herald angels sing. 

Oh ! grave where is thy victory ! 

Oh ! death where is thy sting ! 
Satan is chained, and man is free, 

All hail the God of Calvary ! 


Ctntotv^ ispitiipf). 


Disturb not man ^ 

Nor seek my name; for m thou need^st to learn 
Is being man, I hate thee worst of all — 

From thee I nothing want, all, all I crave. 

Is that this tomb, whfch rises o’er my grave, 
May break itself, and crush thee in the fall. 





Et j’ai dit clans mon cocur : Que faire de la vie ? 
Irai^je encor, siiivant ceux qui m’ont devance, 
Comme Tagneau qui passe ou sa mere a pass6, 
Imiter des mortels Timmortelle folie ? 


L’un cherche sur les mers lea tresors de Memnoii, 
Et la vague engloutit ses ycetot et son navire ; 
Dans le sein de la glok e adn g^nie aspire 
L’autrc meurt enivre d’un vain nom. 



Avec nos passions, format aa vaste trarne, 
Celul-lk fonde un trdne) et iiU>nte pour tomber ; 
Dans des pieges plus doux, aimant a succomber, 
Celud-ci lit son sort dans les yeux cFune femme. 





My heart I questioned, what with life to do ? 
Shall I in folly mortal man pursue ! 

And track his erring footmarks* as the Iamb 
Follows b’er pasture fields her bleating dam ? 

One seeks for wealth on oceanV treacherous 
And finds alike of sliip and hope — the grave ! 
Another pants to win a warrior’s fame, 

And dies— possessing what? an empty name 

The web of human passimis forces one. 

To yield a throne his might or talents won ; 
Another urged by Nature^S gentler laws, 

From love his pastime and his peril draw s. 
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STANCES. 


Le paresseux s’endort dans les bras de la faiixi ; 
Le laboureur conduit sa fertile charruc ; 

Le savant pense et lit, le guerrier frappe et tin* ; 
Le niendiant s’assied sur le bord du chemin. 


Oil vont-ils cependant ? ils vont oii va la feuilk' 
Que chasse devant lui le souffle des hivers : 

Ainsi vont se fl^trir dans lours travaux divers 
Ces generations que le temps seme et cueillc. 

Tls liittaient contre lui, mais le temps a vaincu ; 
Comme uii fleuve engloutit Ic sable de ses rives, 
fJe Tai vu devorer leurs ombres fugitives. 

Ils sont nds, ils sont morts : Seigneur, ont-ils vecii 

P^ur moi, jc chanterai le maitrc que j ’adore, 

Dans le bruit des cit6s, dans la paix des deserts, 
Couchs sur le rivage, ou flottant sur les mers, 

Au d^clin du soleil, au r^veil de I’aurore. 

La terre m’a cri6 : Qui done est le Seigneur ? 
Celui dont I’ame immense est partout rdpandue, 
Celui dont un seul pas mesure I’^tendue, 

Celui dont le soleil emprunte sa splendour ; 

Celui qui du n^ant a tir4 la matiere, 

Celui qui sur le vide a fond^ Funivers, 

Celui qui sans rivage a renferm^ les raers ; 

Celui qui d’un regard a lanc^ la lumiere ; 



STANZAS. 
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In hunger’s pallid arms the slothful sleep ; 

With watchful care the herdsman tends his sheep ; 
The wise man reads and thinks ; the warrior slays ; 
1 or alms the beggar by the road side prays. 


Where go they all ? as arid leaves they go, 

That wintry breezes o’er the desert blow, 

Thus generations perisli in their way, 

Victims of time’s unsatiated sway. 

T’were vain to struggle in Ids ruthless hands ! 

As rivers swallow up their countless sands, 

So time mows down alike the high and low, 

They’re born, they die ; but life they scarce can know ! 

To Him I love, I’ll raise my grateful song, 

Midst peaceful wilds, or midst a city’s throng, 

When Phojbus gilds the orient in his pride, 

Rocked on the sea, or roaming by its side. 

Earth asks ; who is thy Lord ? — ’tis He Whose soul 
, Pervades all things with measureless control, 

Whose glance all space unerring comprehends, 

Who to the sun both light and glory lends ! 

Who formed from nought, a world so fair as tlris, 

And based creation on a dark abyss ! 

Who within limits chained, the ocean’s wave, 

And with a glance, effulgent brightness gave ! , 
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STANCES. 


Celui qui ne connait ni jour ni lendemain, 

Celui que de tout temps de soi-merne s'enfaute, 

Qui vit dans Tavenir comme a Fhaure pr^sente, 

Et rappelle les temps ^happ^s de sa main : 

C’est lui, c’est le Seigneur : que ina langue redise 
Les cent noms de sa gloire aux entants des mortols 
Comme la harpe d’or pendue a ses autels, 

Je chaiiterai pour lui, jusqu’a ce qu’il me brise... 


itre bmtx be dFemme. 


Vous me juriez souvent que cette onde rebelle 
Se ferait vers sa source une route nouvelle 
Plutot que votre coeur fdt jamais degage ; 

Voyez couler ces eaux dana cette vaste plaine, 
C’est le meme penchant toujours les entraine, 
Leur cours ne change point, et vous avez chang<^ 




STANZAS. 
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lie in Whose prescience, time is but a name, 
Who from eternity remains the same, 

Who, as the present, all the future views, 

And with omnipotence the past renews ! 

’Tis He who is the Lord, and may my tongue 
Recite to fellow men His names in song, 

Till like the lyre that hangs before His shrine, 
My heart-strings break in harmony divine ! 


2i33omatC0 F0it>0. 


Oft hast thou sworn that backwards to its source 
Yon mighty stream its rebel waves should force, 

Ere that thy heart from me should be estranged, 

Yet a perennial river doth it flow 

Its banks between, across the plain below, 

Nor once has changed its course yet thou hast changed ! 



Slimtttc Ire riSnfAttt « «ron l^ebeil. 


O PERE qu’adore mon pere ! 

Toi qu’ori ne nomme qu’a genoux ! 
Toi, dont le nom terrible et doux 
Fait courber le front de ma mere ! 

On dit que ce brillant soleil 
N’est qu^un jouet de ta puissance-; 
Que sous tes pieds il se balance 
Comme une laitipe de vermeil. 

On dit que c*68t toi qui fais naitre 
Les pewits oiseaux dans les champs, 
Et qui donne aux petits enfans 
Une ame audsi pour te connaitre I 



a itiorntttg 


O whom my father adores, 
Who kneeling is ever addressed, 
Whose awful yet tender name pours, 
A balm in my dear mother’s breast. 

Yon beautihil sun they declare, 
Bright globe of Vermillion light ! 

Is balanced midway in the air, 

Mere tithe of Thy terrible migh^ ! 

’Tis said that Thy power sent forth 
Those sweet little birds of the air. 
And gave to us infants of earth, . 

A soul to address Thee in prayer. 
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On dit que c^est toi qui produis 
Les jfleurs dont le jardin se pare, 

Et que, sans toi, toujour? avare, 

Le verger n’aurait point de fruits. 

Aux dons que ta bonte inesure, 

Tout r univers cst con vie ; 

Nul insecte n’est oublie 
A ce festin de la nature. 

L’agneau broute le serpolet, 

La chevre s’attaclie au cytise, 

La mouche au bord du vase puise 
Les blanches gouttes de mon lait ! 

L’alonette a la graine amere 
Que laisse envoler le glaneur, 

Le passereau suit le vanneur, 

Et I’enfant s’attache ^ sa mere. 

Et pour obtenir cheque don, 

Que cheque jour tu fais 6clore, 

A midi, le soir, a Taurore, 

Que faut-il ? prononcer ton noin ! 

O Dieu ! ma bouche balbutie 
Ce nom, des anges redout^ 

Un enfant mSme est ^oute 
Dans le coeur qui te filorifie ? 
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A child’s mohning hymn. 

Each flower that springs up and blows. 
Thy love and Thy goodness confess, 
Without Thee, the husbandman knows. 
No fruit would his orchard possess. 

The bounty Thy providence gives, 

All Nature’s invited to share, 

Not one little insect that lives. 

By God miremembered is there ! 

The lambs on the scented thyme graze, 
The kids on the bramble and thorn, 

The fly sips a drop from the vase 
Of milk that I get every morn. 

The grain that the gleaners pass by, 
The lark takes away to his nest, 

The sparrows to winnowers hie, 

The child to his dear mother’s breast. 

And what must we do to receive 
Those gifts that are lavished abroad ! 

At morning, at noon, and at eve 
But call on the name of the Lord ! 

Oh God ! I have uttered that word, 
Which angels with reverence name ; 

A child’s aspirations are heard, 

When Thy glory he seeks to proclaim*. 
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HYMNE BE l’eNPANT A SON KEVEIL. 

On dit qu’il aime a recevoir 
Lee vceux presentes par Tenfanco, 

A cause de cette innocenre 
Que nous avons sans le savoir. 

On dit que leurs liuinbles louanges 
A son oreille montent mieux, 

Que les anges peuplent les cieux 
Et que nous rcssernblons ^ux anges ! 


Ah ! puisqu’il entend de si loin 
Les vceux que notre bouche adresse, 

Je veux lui demander sans cesse 
Ce dont les autres ont besoin. 

Mon Dieu, donne Tonde aux fontaines, 
Uoiine la plume aux passereaux, 

Et la laine aux petits agneaux, 

Et Tombre et la rosee aux plaines. 

Donne au malade la sante, 

Au mendiant le pain qu’il pleure, 

A Torphelin une demeure, 

Au prisonnier la liberty. 

Donne one famille nombreuse 
Au pere qui <^amt le Seigneur, 

Donne a moi sagesse et bonheur, 

Pour que ma mere soit heureuse ! 



A child’s morning hymn. 

’Tis said that Tliou lovest to hear, 
The vows of the young infant breast, 
I3ecause of tliat innocence dear, 

By them so unconscious possest : 


’Tis said that their lispering prayer, 

As incense ascends up on liigh, 

That we with bright angels compare, 

Who dwell in yon beautiftd sky. 

Since God then from that distant land, 

To infantine wishes gives heed, 

I will, without ceasing, demand, 

Those gifts of which others have need. 

I ask then that fountains be full, 

That birds with soft feathers be blest, 

That lambs may be clothed with their wool 
And valleys with dews be caressed. 

Oh give to the beggar his bread, 

The sick consolation in pain, 

The orphan a place for his head, 

The captive release from his chain. 

To parents who follow thy voice. 

Give children to gladde^- tb^ir eyes, 

Tl|at I may my moth^ r^jbice, 

Oh ! make me both pious lind wise. 
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Que je sois bon, quoique })etit, 

Comme cet enfant dans le temple, 

Que chaque matin je conlemple, 
Souriant au pied de inon lit. 

Mets dans mon iime la justice, 

Siir mes levres la verite, 

Qu’avec crainte et docilite 
Ta parole en mon coiiir itiurisse ! 

Et que ma voix s’eleve a toi 
Comme cet douce fumee 
Que balance Turne embaumee 
Dans la main d’enfans comme moi ! 
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V A child’s moknikg hymn. 


In virtuous paths let me tread, 

As Samuel, prophet of old, 

Whom, smiling upon me in bed,' 

Kaeh morning I love to behold ! 

Let truth on my lips ever stay, 

And justice abide in my breast. 

That, humlile and docile, I may 
Delight ill God’s Word and be blest! 

My voice let it rise up to Thee, 

As smoke from the sanctified vase. 
Which offered by children like me, 
Yet mounts up in heavenly praise ! 



He itffvttim MonvanU 


Qu^entends-je ? autour de moi Talrain sacre resonne 
vjiielle foule pieuse en pleurant m’environne ? 

Pour (pii ce chant fun^bre et ce pale flambeau ? 

O inort ! est-ce ta voix qui fi*appe mon oreille 
Pour la deniiere fois ? Eh qupi I je me reveille 
Sur le bord du tombeau ! 


O toi ! d’un feu divin, pr6cieuse etinccllc, 

De ce corps p^rissable habitante immortelle, 

Dissipe ces teh||pur8 : la mort vient t’afFanchir I 
Frends ton vol, 6 mm'ime 1 et d6pouille tes chaines, 
Deposer le fardeau des misferes humaines, 

]Sst-ce done la mourir ? 



HEffe tfping iSi)ri»tian. 


9 

^ HAT means this knell that vibrates on my ear ! 
Why on this crowd the agonising tear ? 
k or whom that dirge ? that fimeral torch for whom ? 
fs this Death's voice that to my ear is borne ? 

Yes < I awake-r-and see beneath me yavvn 
The portals of the tomb ! 


Oh heavenly essence of etherial flame, 

That reigns immortal in this earthly frame, 

Oo thou disperse my fears — Death sets thee free ! 
Take flight my soul I Thy mundane chains to break, 
And human woe, and wretchedness forsake 
Is no such hard decree ! 


Y 



254 LE CHRETIEN MOURANT. 

Oui, le temps a cess6 de mes urer mes heures ; 
Messagers rayonnants des celestes demeures, 
Dans quels palais nouveaux aJlcz-vous me ravir ? 
Deja, d^ja je nage eii des flots de lumiere ; 
L’espace devant moi s’agrandit, et la terre 

Sous mes pieds seinble fuir ! 


Mais qu’entends-je ! au monier^ ou mon aine s’^veille 
Des soupirs, des sanglots, ont frapp6 mon oreille ! 
Compagiious do Texil, quoi ! vous pleurez ina mort ! 
Vous pleurez ! et deja dans la coupe sacree, 

J’ai bu I’oubli des maux, et mon ame enivr^e 
Entre au celeste port. 


Ile0 I91ai0tt0» 


Apprenez, insenses qui cherchez le plaisir, 

Et Tart de le connaitre, et celui d’en jouir. 

Les plaisirs sont les fleurs que notre divin maitre 
Dans les ronces du monde autour de nous fait naitre. 
Chacune a sa ^aispn^ et par des soins prudens 
On peut en conserver pour Thiver de ses ans. 
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THE HYING CJHRISTI^N. 

Time is no more ! Ye ministers of lights 
To wliat blest mansions of supreme delight, 

Do ye transport my soul in yonder Spheres ? 

I float already in eternal day, 

The earth is crumbling ’neath my feet away, 

And boundless space appears ! 


But hark ! what mean those heart-distracting cries 
That strike my ear, as this bright vision dies ? 

Exiles with me ! do ye my death deplore ? 

Oh 1 learn that in the sacred fount of bliss 
Tve drank oblivion of a world like this, 

And touched yon heavenly shore ! 




Ye who in maddening pleasures are immersed, 
Their use and object, well consider first, 
pQr God vouchsafes, as flowers amidst the tares, 
T^at they should soften and relieve our cares, 
Each has its season, and if used aright, 

Will soothe old age with innocent delight ! 


o 



Fet0 atite00e a M* 


Tandis qu’ appesantis, vaincus par ]a inatiere, 

Les vulgaires humains, abrutis, faineants, 

Vegetent sans penser, et n’ouvrent la paupiere 
Que par I’instinct des sens ; 

Tandis que des auteurs Teloquence d&hue 
Croasse dans la fange au pied de TH^Iicon, 

Se d&hire en serpent, ou se traine en tortue 
Loin des pas d’Apollon ; 

O toi, fils de ce dieu, toi, nourfsson des Graces^^ 

Tu prends ton vol aux lieux qu’habitent les neuf s«eurs 
Et Ton voit tour-a-tour renaltre sur tes traces 
Et des fruits et des fleurs. 



ainr 0 ali5re00e» to «Stf00et. 


Whilst that the greater mass of human kind, 

In sluggish ease and ignorance intense, 

Live without thought ; to all perceptions blind 
Save those of outward s$nse ; 

Whilst poets now no more Parnassus climb, 

But crawl contented at its miry base, ^ 

And with low fancies tortured into rhyme, 

Apollo's lyre disgrace. 

Thoiv an unconscioua poet from thy birth, 

A4 untaught of&prihg of the tuneful Nine, 

Eafch thought that flashes through thy mind spring forth 
In melody divine ! 

r:S 
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T^s vers harmoniettx, eldgans sans parure, 
Loin de Tart pedantesque en leur simplicite, 
Enfans du dieu du gout, enfant de la nature, 
Prechent la volupte. 


Tes fi^ins laboriei^x nous vantent la paresse, 
Et chacun de tes vers parait la dementir ; 
Non, je ne conn^s point la pesante mollesse 
Dans ce qu’ils font sentir. 

Au centre du bon gout d’une nouvelle Athene 
Tu moissonnes en paix la gloire des talens, 
Tandis que Tunivers, envieux de la Seine, 
Applaudit k tes chants. 


Berlin en est frappee ; a sa voix, qui t’appelle, 

^Vicns des muses de FElbe animer les soupirs, 

Et clianter, aux doux sons de ta lyre immortelle, 
L’amour et les plaisirs. 

Notb.— G resset, who ftourished in the first-half of the lastcl|Piry 
is, or ought to be, known to the English reader by Leigh Huot’a 
beautiful prose translation o£^‘ Ver-Vert,*' one of the most charm- 
iiig pieces of poetry ever penned, abounding with lively salliest 
playful fancies, and innocent satire; but in those days ^^re, 
however harmless, was never allowed to be directed against a Reli- 
gious order with impunity, and consequently the Superioress of 
Visitation, in whose Nunn^ Gresset had laid the scene of hi»^ 
story, having sufficient interest at Court, obtained through die; 
instrumentality of the J^uits, the linprfsonmeqfof the Poet mth«. 
prison of La ^4che : This pzoceedmg, howeW, served to incrca?e| 
the fame of the Poet— for we find about this time Prederic 
Second writing to Voltaire in the following strain : “ The Ma8e<»| 
Oresset,^ he observes, iS undoubtedly at the present mbihent 
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Thy polished verse no false ndomment needs, 

No lore pedantic mars its simple strains. 

But pleasure, love, and elegance it pleads. 

And forcibly sustains. 

In praise of sloth thou’st tuned thy thoughtful muse ; 
That thou art careless every line denies, 

A verse that can such rapturous joy infuse 
Such eulogy belies. 


Paris, that now with ancient Athens vies, 

Is where thou reap’st the peaceful fruits of fame, 
Whilst Nations, jealous of so great a prize, 

Unite to laud thy name. 


Berlin entreats thy presence for a time. 

Oh ! may thy muse Elbe’s pensive shores inspire, 

With songs of love and harmony sublime. 

From thy immortal Lyre ! 

of the ^t of the French Parnassus. This amiable Poet has the gift 
of expresa^g his thoughts with facility, his epithets are correct 
I* forcible, hie conceits pleasing and characteristio of the man, 
iwid one loved his works in spite of their defects, for there is no 
doubt that in many respects his style is loose and negligent, and 
indolence, which he eulogises in verse, is the greatest rival his 
reputation.” The author of Ver-Vert, however, so gained by his 
works the esteem of the Great Frederic that he addressed to him , 
the Stanzas which are here transcribed, and which 1 have endea- 
voured to render into Bnglish. The lines do not possess any intrinsic 
#erit; Hh as tihe production of a royal bard, and so celebrated a 
^y not be cozisidered an uninteresting addition to this 
..^wcfBdny."' ' 



Ue Meunifv S>fln0pStotuU 


Stm le riant coteau par le Prince choisi, 

S’elevait le mouKn du meunier Sans- SoucL 
Le vendeur de farine avait pour habitude 

vivre au jour le jour, exempt d’inqirietude ; 

Et, de quelque cote que vint soufller le vent, 

B y tournait son aile, et s’endormait content. 

Fort bien achalande, grace a son caractere, 

Le moulin prit le nom de son propri^taire ; 

Et des hameaux voisins, lea filles, les gar<;;ons 
AUaient a Sans-^Souci pour danser aux chansons. 
Sans-Souci! ce doux nom d^un favorable augure 
Devait plaire aux amis des dogmes d’Epicure* 
Frederic le trouva conforme a ses projets, 

Et du nom d^un moulin honora son palais. 

En cette occasion le !|$oi fat le moins sage ; 

Jorgn^i du vpisin le h^t^^ 



^vtHcvic tfie ffiwat ana tfte 


Crowning the smiling hill that Frederic chose, 
Sans- Soucrs mill, a pleasing prospect rose ; 

And liere the JNIiller passed from day to day, 

The even tenor of his life away ! 

And from what quarter blew the favoring breeze, 

He trimmed its massive sails and slept at ease. 

So widely spread his custom and his fame, 

That soon the mill obtained its owner^s name, 

And there full oft in many a rustic sport 
Of song and dance, would neighbouring swains resort 
Sans- Sotici was a name that well might please 
The gay disciples of luxurious ease, 

And Frederic thought his Palace could not choose 
A title more consistent with his views ; 

Not satisfied with this, his grasping will 
Pined for possession of the neighbouring mill. 



'^62 ' ■ ' '"'LE ' MEXmiEE , $AKS-SOtJCI. 


Des batim^ns royaux Tordinaire int^^ndant 
Fit venir le meunier, et d’un ton important : 

II nous faut ton mouliii ; que veux-tu qu’on t’en d|pne ? 

— Rien du tout ; car j’entends ne le vendre a personne. 
II vous fauty est fort bon .... mon moulin est a moi .... 
Tout aussi bien, au moins, que la Prusse est au Roi. 

— AUons, ton dernier root, bon homnic, et prcnds-y garde. 

— Faut-il vous parlcr clair ? — Oui — C’est que je le garde 
Voila mon dernier mot.’’ Ce refus effront^ 

Avec un grand scandale au Prince est racontd. 

II mande aupres de lui le meunier indocile ; 

Presse, flatte, promet ; ce fut peine inutile, 

Sans-Sottci s’obstinait. ‘‘ Entendez la raison, 

Sire, je ne peux pas vous vendre ma maison : 

Mcti vieux pere y mourut, mon fils y vient d(? naitre ; 
C’est mon Potsdam, k moi. Je suis tranchant peut-tHre. 
Ne I’etes-vous jamais ? Tenez, mille ducats, 

Au bout de VOS discours, ne me tenteraient pas. 

II faut vous en passer, je I’ai dit, j’y persiste.” 


lies Rois malais^ment soufirent qu’on leur r^siste. 
Frederic, un moment par ITiumeur emport^ : 

“ Parbleu ! de ton moulin c’est bien 6tre entete ; 
Je suis bon de vouloir t^engager sL le vendre : 
Sais-tu que sans payer je pourrais bien le prendre ? 
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The Palace overseer his orders took, 

Summoned the Miller, and with angry look, 

Demanded how much money he required, 

Since that the Kjng his paltry mill desired ; 

Desires indeed !” exclaims the honest man, 
ril sell it not — and get it if you can ! 

As Prussia is the King^s, so mine’s the mill 
I’ll not succumb to his despotic will — ” 

Reflect good man, or must I speak more plain 
Speak what you like, but I the mill retain — ” 

This bluff refusal, and this language bold, 

With spiteful adjuncts to the King was told ; 

Forthwith the Miller’s summoned at his call, 

The King beseeches, prays, but futile aU — 

Sans- Souci firm resists, and reasons weD ; 

“ Be just my liege — my house I cannot sefl, 

‘‘ There died my father, there a child just bom 
“ Bids me reject all thought of sale with scorn, 

It is my I^otsdara — headstrong I may be. 

But if I am, I only follow thee — 

“ Though with ten thousand crowns thy words were 
I’d die ere I consented to the act — [backed, 

“ ’Twere well to banish from thy mind the thought, 

“ For never shall the mill be sold or bought.” 

When subjects thus the royal will oppose. 

Kings are not pleased, and Frederic’s wrath arose ; 

“ Zounds ! man,” he cries, your stubborn ways prevent 
All thoughts of purchase, which were kindly meant ; 



264 LE MEUNIER SANS-SOtJCI. 

Je suis le maitre. — Vous! de prendre rnon moulin? 

Oui, si nous n’avious pas des juges a Berlin.” 


Le Monarque, a ce mot, revient de son caprice^ 

Charme que sous son regne on crufc a la justipe^ 

II rit, et se tournant vers quelques courtisans : 

“ Ma foi, Messieurs, je crois qu’il feut changer nos plans, 
Voisin, garde ton bien ; j’aime fort ta replique,” 


facona Vetve f)t\tvtnx. 


Dans sa conque tout au bords de la mer, 
TJu nautil, rejete par la tempete, 

Reposa, qu’un passant, a main de fer 
L’en arrachi^ et avala la bete : 

Fier de son coup, le besoin satisfait, 

Le butor quitta vite le rivage ; 

Vint un savant, juste un moment apres, 
Et se contenta bien du coquillage. 
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THE MILLER SANS-SOUCX. 


Know^st not that I have power, if I choose, 

To take by force the mill that you refuse?’’ 

What ! power to take my mill by your command ? 
True ! if we had no Judges- in the land !” 

At these brave words the monarch’s anger cooled, 
Rejoiced that in the land o’er which he ruled, 

Justice was a thing of substance, not a shade, 

And smiling on his Courtiers round, ho said, 

Tactics like these, this man could never move,” 

“ Friend — keep thy mill — thy answer I approve.” 


Biffevmt of 


As a Nautilus on the shores of the sea, 

Tossed up by the turbulent swell, 

It was seen by a sayage with sensual glee, 

And torn from its beautiful sheB, 

Despising its charms, in the creature he found. 

But a morsel his hunger to stay; [ground, 

While a ‘‘ savant” who passed o’er the very same 
Seized with rapture the shell thrown away. 



ma&rigal. 


Quel est, 6 dicux ! le pouvoir cfune amante ! 
Quand je voyais Paris, Achilie, Hector, 

La Grcce eii deuil, et Pergame fumante, 

Quels fous ! disais-je : Horn ere qui les chante 
Est plus fou qu’eux. Je n’aimais point encor. 
J’aime, et je sens qu’une beaut6 trop chere 
De ces fureurs peut verser le poison : 

J’approiive tout : rien n'est beau comme Homere ; 
Atride est juste, et Paris a raison. 


aw troi0 ISmtarUo. 


Dans ce pays trois Bernards sent eoimus ; 

L’un est <‘e saint, ainbitieux reclus, 

Precheur adroit, fabricateur d’oracles ; 

L’autre Bernard est I’enfant de Plutus, 

Bien plus grand saint, faisant plus grands miracles ; 
Et le troisieme est Fenfant de Phoebus, 

Gentil Bernard, dont la muse |||onde 
Doit faire encor les delices du monde 
Quand des premiers on ne parlera plus. 


Note.— Bernard the author of the above Madrig*al lived in the 
early part of the last century ; his verse is smooth and pleasing’, but 
the subjects are of a nature more adapted to the period of the Re- 
gency, under which he flourished than to the tastes of the present 
day. Like Ovid he wrote the “ Art of Love,” surpassing however 
his master in the warmth, and fervency of his descriptions. His 





Oil ! what is the power that fond women possess ! 
When of Hector, Achilles, and Paris I read. 

And of Pergainns burnt, and the Grecian’s distress, 

I cannot but think them great donkeys indeed ! 

And Homer who chronicled fustian like this, 

A fool that had better his talents einployed ; 

But when these were my feelings I knew not the blisa^ 
Of a love which of late I have deeply enjoyed. 

And now that I’m wise, my opinion is quite 
That for love and for beauty such scenes might arise, 
Menelaus and Paris were both of them right. 

And Homer’s the poet I laud to the skies ! 


ti)vu 


Three Bernards in this land are known to fame. 

One in the cloister with ambitious aim, 

A preacher eloquent and saint astute, 

Propounded oracles of vast repute ; 

Another with his wealth contrived to do 
Far greater miracles, and saintly too : 

As graceful Bernard is the third admired, 

Whose fruitful Muse with Attic salt inspired, 

Will charm the world in many an after day, 

Whilst the two first from memory pass away. 

smaller pieces are in the flame style as Little’s Poems, clothed in the 
same elegant apparel, but not always so delicately turned. Bernard 
was, and still is a great favorite with a certain class of French 
readers, and Voltaire held him in such high esteem, that he wrote 
in his praise the lines I h^ve entitled “The Three Bernards,"' a 
^puifllation of which has been attempted above. . 

z 2 



ll( a U tndUe— IStalositc. 


Mariez-vOUS.— J’ aiine a vivre garcon. 

J’aurais pourtant uu parti. — Le ciel m’en garde ! 

Tout doux ! — peut-etre il vous plaira. — Chanson ! 
Quinze ans. — Tant-pis ! — Fille d’csprit. — Bavarde ! 
Sage. — Gumace ! — Et belle. — Autre danger ! 

Grand nom. — Orgueil ! — Le cceur tendre. — J aloiisc ! 
Des talens. — Trop pour me faire enrager ! 

Et'par de la cent mille dcus.— J^epouse. 

Note. — T he above “ morceau’’ comprises bo much in a small 
compass, that it is a matter, of some difficulty to render it tersely 
and accurately into Eng^lish. An attempt, however, is made in the 
following version to be more concise, and as literal as the genius 
of the two languages will permit. 

Would you like to get married ?< — I’d rather be free, 

I’ve a match in my eye — oh I then heaven shield me, 
She’s so gentle, she’ll please you— All rodomontade ! 

And fifteen ! — All the worse-~and so witty — a jade. 

And so prudent — All fudge 1— Such a belle— oh don’t tell us ! 
Well connected — All pride~and so loving — aye jealous I 
And so talented too — she may think me a dunce, 

Aiid a fortune to boot— *-t^n I’ll marry at once. 





’Tls fit that you should marry Ned. — But a bachelor I’ll be; 

The match will be a splendid one.— Then heaven keep 
rnc free ! 

Perhaps the girl may please you though. — The subject 
change I pray, 

vShe’s only just fifteen I hear. — So much the worse I say ! 

Her wit and understanding’s good. — My voice will ne’er 
be heard ! 

She’s virtuous and prudent too. — I don’t believe a w^ord, 

Her beauty’s like the budding rose.— A flirt no doubt you 
mean ; . 

Her birth and her connections good. — As proud as any 
queen! 

A heart of such a tender mould. — :Your jealous girls are 
bad; 

Accomplished to a high degree. — Enough to drive me 
mad! 

A hundred thousand crowns she’s got to end this fine 
array, 

Oh! that is quite another thing, I’ll marry her to day. 

z 3 



ita Sfeum dFillr. 


OllTNE fille, Famour, c^est d'abord un miroir, 

Oil la femme coquette et belle aime.a se voir, 

Et, gaie ou reveuse, se penche ; 

Puis, comme la vertu, quand il a votrb cceur, 

II en chasse le mal et le vice moqueur^ 

Et vous fait Fame pure et blanche ; 

Puis on descend un peu, le pied voui^ glisse... — alors, 
C’est un abime 1 en vain la main s^attache aux bord^ 
On s’en va datis Feau qtii tournoiel 
L’amour est cliarmant, pur, et m|ijftel. . crois pas! 
Tel Fenfant, par lin ileuve attir^'p^ 

L*y mire, s^y noi^ ^ 



^f)e Wonng (iSirl* 


At first, sweet maid, does love a mirror seem, 
Where gay or pensive in her charms supreme, 
Does woman fondly gaze ; 

As virtue then, when once it fills the heart. 

It bids all vifce and arrogance depart, 

And wraps the soul in praise ; 


But when, by slow degrees, its rays you miss, 

Fast sink your feet in that obscure abyss, . 

Where anguish knpws no rest; 

Think not the course of love runs smooth and wide, 
^Tis as a flood which buries in its tide, 

The child that seeks its breast 1 



mtvnieve Iflomame tie MiMtitoit. 


Dans la solitaire bougade, 

Rdvant a ses maux tristement, 
Languissait un jeuiie malade 

D’un long mal qui va consuinant, 
II disait: Gens de la chaumiere, 
Voila Fheure de la priere, 

Et du teptement du belfroi ; 

Vous qui priez — priez pour moi ! 



last Uommte. 


Within a hamlet’s calm repose, 

A youth opprest witli pain and woes, 

Is laiiguishing in grief, 

His health consuming day by day. 
Leaves not of hope one lingering ray, 

To minister relief ; 

He hears the church bell’s solemn sound, 
Admonishing the rustics round. 

To piety and praise ; 

Dear friends, he cries in accents sweet, 
When God in fervent prayer you meet, 
For me your hearts upraise ! 



274 DEENIEEB EOMAKOB BE MIJXEVOIE. 


Mais qiiand vous verrez la cascade 
S’onibrager de noirs rameaux ; 
Vous direz, le joiine malade 

Est deliors de tous ses maux ; 
Lors revenez sur ce rive, 

Chantez le complainte naive, 

Et quand tintera le belfroi, ^ 

Vous qui priez — priez pour moi ! 


Jeune, a la Iiaine, a riinposture, 

J’opposais mes maux, et le temps : 
D’une vie innocente et pure 

Le terme approche — je Tattends ! 

II fut court mou pel^riiiage, 

Je meure an printemps de mon age, 
Mais du sort je remplis le loi, 

Vous qui priez — priez pour moi ! 



MILLEVOIE’S last 

When next yon see yon bright cascade, 
Overgrown with summer’s verdant sliade, 
Your hearts will haply say, 

Poor youth ! his sufferings now are o’er, 
On earth no pangs will rend him more, 
His spirit’s passed away ; 

And when you tune your plaintive cliants, 
Beside its much beloved haunts, 

Again on future days, 

Then as the belfry’s modest bells, 

The sacred hour of worship tells, 

For me your liearts upraise ! 


I had no weapons to oppose 
To hate, to treachery, and w^oes, 

Save sorrows, time, and youth, 
And now the hour approacheth fast, 
When I must yield that life I’ve passed 
In innocence and truth. 

My pilgrimage on earth is done. 

Ere scarce commenced, its course is run, 
And numbered are my days. 
Fulfilling Nature’s laws I die, 

May you who pray to God on high, 

For me your hearts upraise ! 
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276 BBRNIBRE ROMANCE DE MILLEVOIE. 

Ma compagne, ma seule amie, 

Digne objet d’un constant amour, 

Je t’avais voue la vie, 

Holas t ct je ne vis qu’un jour ! 
Plaignez-la, gens de Ja chaiimiere, 
Lorsqu’ a riieure dc la priere 
Elle viendra sous ce belfroi, 

Vous dire aussi — priez pour inoi ! 


Note. — Millevoif) was Napoleon’s favorite poet. Tlie translator, 
who received this piece in manuscript through the medium of a 
friend, was given to understnnd that it was the last piece Millevoie 
ever wrote, and not inserted uiiiong* his published poems. 


^ un HSrtracteur. 


Jb dis du bieP de toi, 

Tu dis du mal de mpi, 

Damon : quel malheur est le n6tre ! 
On ne nous croit ni Tun ni Fautre. 



millevoie’s last romance. 
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My wife, my friend, companion dear, 
Sole object of a love sincere, 

And reverence supreme, 

To thee, with fond, but vain desire, 

I consecrated life entire. 

One day dissolves the dream ! 
Dear friends of this secluded spot, 
Bewail her loni, her widowed lot, 
When with uplifted gaze, 

She bids you with an accent sweet, 

A re(]uiem for rny soul repeat ; 

For me your hearts upraise ! 


Co a JDttvactov. 


Whilst I, my friend, speak good of thee, 
They say that thou speak’st ill of me, 
Misfortune dire is our desert ! 

For none believe what we assert. 


A a 



^L$ Maitve V(cole tie 'FiUafff. 


Mais le voici : son port, son air de suffisance, 
Marqiicnt dans son savoir sa noble confiancc, 
il salt, le fait est sur, lire, dcrirc et compter ; 

Sait instrnirc a rdcolc, on lutrin sait chanter; 
Connait Ics lunaisons, prophctise Torage, 

I']t incine du Latin cut jadis quehpie usage ; 

J)ans les doctes debats forme ct rempli de cceur, 
Memc apres sa defaite il ticnt tete an vanqueur. 
Voyez pour gagncr tempvS, quelles len tears savantes 
Prolongent de scs mots les syllables traJnantes ! 
Tout le monde Tadmire, et ne peut concevoir 
Quo dans un cerveau soul loge tant de savoir. 

Du reste, inexorable aux moindres negligences, 
Tant il a pris a coeur le progres des sciences ! 
Parait-il ? sur son front, t^ndbreux ou serein, 

Le people des enfans croit lire son destin. 



CTfte Village Irrf)oolma0ter. 


See there ! his pompous air, the mieu tliat show 
His noble confidence in all he knows, 

The fact is certain tliat he knows full well. 

To read and write, to cypher and to spell. 

These arts of wisdom he imparts at school, 

And teaches choristers to sing by nil(‘. 

Storms he predicts, the lunar changes too, 

And once of Latin some hwv phrases knew ; 

In sage discussions he is firm, sedate, 

And e’en when worsted holds his head elate ; 
When at a loss, observe how slow he draws 
Each sentence out with consequential pause ; 

The aw'e- struck rustics scarce believe it true 
‘‘ That one small head could carry all he knew.” 
The love of learning so his mind exalts, 

Neglect he censures as the worst of faults : 

A a 2 
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I.E MAITRE d’eCOLE DE VILLAGE. 


I] vent, on se s^pare : il fait sigiie, on s’assemble ; 
II s’egaic, et Ton rit : il se ride, ct tout tremble. 

II caresse, il menace, il punit, il absoiit. 

Memo absent, on le craint: il voit, il enteiul tout : 
IJn invisible oiseau lui dit tout a Foreille ; 

J1 sait celui qui rit, qui, cause, qui sommeille, 

Qui neglige sa tiiche, et quel doigt polisson 

J) ’une adroite boulette a vise son menton. 

Non loin croit le bouleau dont Ja verge pliaute 

Est sourde aux cris plaintifs de leur voix suppliante, 
CJui, des qu’un vent 16ger agite ses rameaux, 

Fait frissonner d’effroi cct essairn de marmots. 

Plus pfdes, plus tremblans encor quo son feuillage. 



THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER. 
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Wltli eager gaze each urchin scans his face, 

To read therein his favor or dis<xrace, 

They go, they stand, assemble at liis call, 

His smiles delight them, but his frowns appal, 

He praises, scolds, he pacifies and chides, 

He knows what happens, and what not bcvsides, 
Absent he’s feared, for his caj)acioiis mind 
Is not to objects visible confiiK'd. 

He knows who laughs, who slumbers, and who talks, 
Wlio smiles, who reads, wlm’s indolent, who walks, 
And well his searching eye that urchin knows. 

Who hurled the pellet at his sapient nose! 

Not far off grows tlie birch, whose pliant verge 
Heeds not shrill cries, nor all the prayers they urge. 
Which as the lightest winds its branches shake, 

Sets the whole hive of urchins in a (piake, 

Nor are its leaves that rustle on the spray, 

More pale and trembling than, poor things, are they ! 


Note. — N ot liaviii<i’ Dolillo’s worts, the t-rniislator is uiutble lo 
state whether or not this little piece is ijiteiKlcfl to he an iniitotion 
of Goldsmith’s ** Schoolmaster," hut as Delillc was a cotemporarv 
of the author of the “ Deserted Villa^-e,” and for a long time u 
refugee in England, it is presumable tliat the idea was taken from 
that Poem. 


A a <3 



a la 


Il est line lieure de silence 
Oil la solitude est sans voix, 

Ou tout dort, meme I’esperance 
Oil nul zilphyr ne sc balance 
Sous Tombre immobile des bois. 


II est un age oii de la lyre 
L'ame aussi seinblo s’endormir, 
Ou du po^tique d^e 
Le souflfle liarmonieux expire 
Dans le sein qu’il faisait fr^mir* 



4Faireb)i^ll to Ulortri)* 


There is an hour of deep repose, 

Of solitude profound, 

When hope e’en sleeps, and nature throw 
A soothing stillness round, 

When not the very faintest breeze 
Is seen to move the forest trees. 


There is a time too when it seems 
The soul of music dies, 

When all the rapt ecstatic dreams 
That in the bosom rise. 

No longer have the power to thrill, 
But all within is dead and still ! 
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ADIEUX A EA POESIE. 


L’oiseau qui cliarme le bocage, 
Ilelas ! ne chante pas toujours : 
A midi, cache sous Tombrage, 

II n’enrliantc de son rainage 
Que I’anbe et Ic declin des jours. 


Adieu done, adieu, .voiei Flicure, 
Lyre anx soupirs rntdodieux ! 

En vain ii la main qui t'offleure, 
Ta fibre encor repond et plciire : 
Voici riieure de nos adieux. 


Regois cette larme rebclle 
Que mes yeux nc petivent cacher, 
Combien sur ta corde fidele 
Mon ame, b^las ! cn versa-t-elle 
Que tes soupirs n’ont pu shelter ! 


Sur cette terre infortunee, 

Ou tous les yeux versent des pleurs, 
Toujours de cypres couronn^e, 

La lyre ne nous fut donnee 

Que pour endormir nos douleurs. 



FA HE WET. r. TO POETRY. 


28 


The bird that el i armed the forest glade, 
Not always chants his lay, 

But hid beneath the leafy shade, 
lie shuns the heat of day, 

And only sings his notes of mirth 
When morn aiul evening tempt him forth. 


Tarewell my Byre, whose breath’s a sigh, 
Farewell melodious lute, 

The hour to part witii thee draws nigh, 
For all within is mute. 

Nor can thy dulcet strains of grief 
Bring to my sorrowing heart relief. 


Receive the rebel tear that springs 
Unbidden from my eyes. 

Full oft o’er thy responsive strings. 

They’ve mingled with my sighs. 
Nor could thy tenderest notes arrest 
The sorrows of my anguished breast. 


Here on this earth of woe and sin. 
Where all is grief around, 
The music of our souls within, 

With cypresses is crowmed ! 
The harp is but a solace deep, 

To lull our aching hearts to sleep ! 
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ADIEUX A JLA POESIE. 


Tout ce qui chante ne rcpete 
Que des regrets ou des desirs : 

Du bonhcur la corJe est muette ; 

De Philoinelc et du poetc 

Les plus doux chants sont des soupirs. 


Dans Tombre aupr^s d’un rnausolee^ 
O lyre ! tu snivis nios pas ; 

Et des doux festins exile^e, 

•Tairiais ta voix ne s’est melee 
Aux chants des heureux d’ici-bas. 


Pendue aux sanies de la rive, 
Eibre coirune Foiseau des bois. 

On n’a point vu nia main craintive 
T’attacher comme uiie captive 
Aux portes des palais des rois. 


Hontt tie njommr^ 


Si vous ctes dans la detresse ; 

O nies amis ! cachez-le bien ; 

Car rhomme est bon, et s’int^resse 
A ceux qui n’ont besoin de rien ! 



FAREWELL TO POETRY. 
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All that on earth can sing, express 
Regrets and vain desires, 

The strains of simple happiness. 

Wake not the thrilling wires. 

Tile nightingale and poet too, 

With sighs their s\veet(\st numbers woo. 


My lute was never stning to praise, 
The festive? scenes of earth, 

It loathed the Ihicchanaliau lays, 
Of iTiorriment and mirth ; 

Far better near the sombre tomb, 
Its murmurs did my soul illume. 


But hung beside the river’s shore, 
Upon the willow bower, 

As eagle thou did’st freely soar, 

Nor cringed to kingly power ; 
For never did my muse divine 
For wealth, its liberty resign. 


f^uman 


From man conceal your wants and woe.s, 
However great they be. 

His kindly heart but weeps for those, 
Who need no sympathy ! 



?tiT iBort* 


La Mort, reine du inonde, assembla, certain joni% 
Dans les enters toute sa cour. 

Kile voulait choisir un bon premier ministre 
(^ni rendit ses etats encore plus florissans. 

Pour rernplir cet einploi sinistre, 

Du fond dll noir Tartare avaiicent a pas lenrs 
La Fievre, la Goutte et la Guerre. 
C’etoieiit trois sujets excel! ens ; 

Tout Tenfer et toute la terre 
Rendaient justice a leurs talens. 

La mort leur fit accueil. La Peste vint ensuite. 
On lie pouvait nier qu’elle n’eut du m6ritc, 

Nul n’osait lui rieii disputer ; 

Lorsqiie d’uii Medecin arriva^la visite, 

Kt J’on ne sut alors qui devait Temporter, 

La mort meme etait en balance : 

Mais les Vices etant venus, 

Dcs ce moment la Mort n’hesita plus ; 
Elle choisit Tlntemp^rance. 





One (lay stern Death, this world’s imperious king. 
Summoned a conclave of his lords, to know 
What new prime minister might fittest bring 
Frcslt subjects to his prosperous court below. 

VV^ith solemn stop, obedient to his law, 

From out the deep Tartiirean shades there came 
Fever, and gout, and devastating war, 

Each ready to advance his baneful claim. 

All Pluto’s kingdom, and the earth to boot. 

Admit their merit as pre-eminent. 

Death hears their cause ; AVheii plague prefers his suit, 
Which seemed to meet unanimous consent. 

When lo ! a Doctor at the bar appeared. 

Whose mighty claims so shook th’ assembled host, 

That one and all, e’en Death, the champion cheered. 

As one most fitted for the vacant post. 

The Vices now demanded to be heard, 

On whom, when death had cast his searching glance, 

No more he doubted, but aloud averred, 

As minister he chose Intemperance. 

Bb 



<?5uatorje am. 


A QUATORZE ans qu’ou est novice ! 

Je me sens bien quelques clesirs ; 

Mais le inoyen qu’on in’eclaircisse ! 
Unc fie nr fait tons ines plaisirs ; 

La jouissance d’line rose 
Pent rcndre heureux tons mes inomcns. 
Eb ! comment aimer autre chose 
A quatorze ans, a quatorze ans ? 

Je mets plus d^art a raa coiffure ; 

Je ne sais quoi vient m’inspirer. 
N’est-ce done que pour la figure 
Qu^on aime tant a se parer ? 

Toutes les nuits, quaiid je repose, 

Je reve, mais a des rubans ; 

Eh ! comment rever d’autre chose 
A quatorze ans, a quatorze ans ? 



fourtffit. 


AVxiat a ninny one is at the age of fourteen, 

To enlighten me wlio will my ignorance aid ? 

For if but a beautiful flower is seen, 

Tndt‘scribablc feelings my senses pervade, 

The scent of a rose is sufficient to fill, 

At each moment my bosom with rapture 1 ween, 
For what object indeed could a passion instil 
In the heart of a girl who is only fourteen ? 

On rny ringlets and dress greater care I bestow, 
Though I scarce can conceive or imagine the cause, 
Except that perhaps it is pleasing to know, 

Your graceful appearance elicits applause ; 

When at night I am dreaming, reclining in bed, 
Bows and ribbons compose the bewildering scene. 
For excepting such trifles what else could be bred 
In the; heart of a girl wlio is only fourteen ? 

B b 2 
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QUATORZE ANS. 


Une rose venait d’cclore ; 

*Te Tobscrvais, sans y songcr ; 
C’^tait au lever de Taurore, 
jLe zi^'phyr vint la caresscr : 

C’est done quand la fleur est ^close 
Qii’on voit voltigcr les amants ! 
Mais helas ! est-ori quebjue chose 
A quatorze aris, a quatorze ans ? 


iSon mot 


Autrefois iin Romain s’en vint fort afflige, 
Raconter a Caton que la nuit precedente 
Son Soulier des souris avait 6t6 ronge, 

Chose qui lui semblait tout k fait effrayante : 
Mon ami, dit Caton, reprenqz vos esprits ; 

Get accident en soi n’a rien d’epouvan table : 
Mais si votre souHer eiit mange les* souris, 
C’aurait dt6, sans doute, uii prodige«effroyabIe. 



AT FOURTEEN. 
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As early one morn through tlie garden I strayed, 
I observed, unreflecting, a rose-bud expand, 
Around wliicli the zephyrs endearingly played 
In sportive caresses and dalliance bland ; 

It is then, did I say, when the blossom is blown, 
That around it will loving admirers be seen, 

8o alas ! I must patiently wait till I’ve grown. 
For no lover will notice a girl of fourteen ! 


a iiiitti) teplp of (Sato. 


A Roman once, in mind quite awed. 

To Cato came one day, 

And said that mice his shoes had gnawed, 
Which struck him with dismay. 
Cheer up, my friend, was his advice, 
Naught strange in this I see. 

But if your shoes had ate the mice, 

A prodigy ’twould be ! 
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Ue I|}a00ant et la Couvtevellr. 



Zr<? Passant. 

Que fais-tu dans cc bois, plaintive tourterclle 
La TourU relle. 

Je geniis ; j’ai perdu ma compagne fidele. 
Le Passant. 

Ne crains-tu pas que Toiseleur 
Ne te fasse mourir comme elle ? 

La Tourterclle. 

Si ce n’est lui, ce sera la douleur. 



^a^fiev^ftp attii tte Cuvtlir^lPotor. 


“ Why mourn’st thou in this wood, lone dove ? 

Exclaims a passer-by ; 

“ Alas ! I’ve lost niy own true love, 

'Tis that which makes me sigh.” 

‘‘ And fear’st not thou the spoiler’s art, 

He who has snared thy mate ? 

From man’s unfeeling toils depart, 

Else thou may’st share his fate.” 

Such thoughts no more convey regret, 

’Tis death that brings relief ! 

Whether it be the spoiler’s net. 

Or if it be from grief.” 



Ffte m wponer a uit amii^n ami, r n Hair 
tiu vrrmirr illat. 


Non, ce n’est point FecJat d’un nouveau jour, 
Les oiseaux ranimes, les fleurs, et la verdme, 
La renaissance enfiii de toute la nature, 

Qui du printemps m’ annoncent le retour ; 
Une muse aux graces fidele, 

Dans mes deserts, parmi les frimas 6t les vents, 
M amene les plaisirs qui volent autour d^elle. 

Je vous vois et je vous extends ; 

Votre amiti<§ se renouvelje : 

Et voila pour moi Je printemps. 



ailtfs in tcpli? to an oltr frt^nli Uatrii ttjc 

fitut Of i»iap. 


’Tis not the splendour of a day like this 
When birds their grateful praises sing, 

And Nature dons her new-born garb of bliss, 
That tells of the rettirn of spring, 

But ’tis thy verse my old and faithful friend, 
Which midst the frost and cold intense 
Of this my dreary solitude, does tend 
To make me feel what joys commence ; 
The warmth and kindness of thy honest muse, 
Delightful recollections bring. 

My heart its pent-up sympathy renews, 

And this to me, dear Friend, is spring. 



Smproinptu. 


A Madame (jui avail demni)dr 

A V auteur imiirquoi il portait deux moyitres. 

I7ime avance — rautre retarde ; 

Quand pres de vous jc dois vcnir 
A la premiere jc regarde, 

A I'autre quaiid je dois sortir. 


Ha rrponse* 


Vous ne m’ecrivez que pour ^crire, 
C’est pour vous un amusement, 
Moi qui vous aime tendrement, 

Je n’^cris que pour vous le dire ! 



Sinpromptu. 


Dhak Liidy mine ! you wish to know 
Why I two watelies wear, 

The one goes fast, the other slow, 
And Til the cause declare ; 
When I’m about to visit you, 

The first one then I use, 

But wlien obliged to say adieu, 

I’lie latter one I choose. 


Ctje vtplv- 


You only write for writing’s sake, 
A pastime p’rhaps for you, 
Whilst I who love you tenderly, 
Btit write to prove it true ! 



ite TstvnUv four Irr V^nnct. 


Deja la rapido journee 
Fait place aux heures dii somineiij 
Ft du dernier fjls de Tannee 
S’est enfiii la dernier sofeil. 

Pres du foyer, s(‘ule, inactive, 

Livree aux souvenirs puissans, 

Ma pens(5e erre, fugitive, 

Des jours passes aux jours presens. 
Un pas encore, encore une heure, 

Ft Tannec aura sans rctour 
Atteint sa derniere demeure ; 
L'aiguille aura fini son tour. 
Pourquoi, de mon regard avide. 

La poursuivre ainsi tristeinsnt, 
Quand je ne puis d’un seul moment 
Retarder sa marche rapide ! 

Du temps qui vient de s'&ouler, 

Si quciques jours pouvaient renaitre. 



€tte Ia»t Dap of ttie ¥far. 


The cheerful light of day is past, 

In shades of night (he world’s o’ercast, 
The year its rapid course lias run, 

This day has seen its closing sun ! 
Beside the hearth, inactive, lone, 

My thoughts assume a serious tone. 

And sad my mental vision strays 
From days gone-by to present days ; 

In one short hour of fleeting time, 

The village clock will midnight chime ; 
And then, without return, alas ! 

Away, the circling year will pass ; 

Oh ! why should I with pensive heart. 
Regret to see swift time depart ? 

Since it were unavailing quite 
To wish to stop its ruthless flight I 
If it might be that I’d the power 
To conjure back some by -gone hour, 
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LE DEKNIER JOUR OE e’aNNE. 


II n’en est pas un seul, peut-etre, 

Qiie ma voix daignat rappeler ! 

Mais des ans la fuitc lii’etonne ; 

Leurs aclioux opjResscnt mon cojiir ; 

Je dis ; c’cst encore uiie fleur 
Quo I’age enleve a ina coiironne, 

Kt livre an torrent destnictenr ; 

C’est mie ombre ajoutee a Tombre 
Qui deja s’etend sur rnes jours ; 

Un printemps retrancbe du nornbre 
De ccux dont je verrai le cours ! 

Ucoutons !...Ue timbre sonore 
Lentemcnt fremit douze fois ; 

II se tait...Je r&outc encore, 

Et I’aiin^i cx})ire a sa volx, 

C’en est tait ; on \aiii je Tappelle, 

Adieu !...Salut, sa swur nouvelle, 

Salat ! quels dons cliargent ta main ! 

Quel bien nous apj>orto ton aile ! 

Quels beaux jours doniuMit dans ton sein ? 
Que dis-je ! a mon arne tremblante 
Ne revcle point tes secrets : 

D’espoir, de jeuiicsse, d’attraits 
Aujourd’hui tu parais brill ante ; 

Et ta course insensible et lente 
Peut-etre amene les regrets ! 

Ainsi chaque soleil se leve 
Temoin de nos voeux insenses ; 

Ainsi toujours son cours s’acheve, 

En entrainant comme un vain reve, 



THE LAST DAY OF THE YEAR. 
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Not one could I, perhaps, of all, 

Witli unalloyed delight recall ! 

Yet still 1 cannot bear to say 
Karevvell to those that pass away. 

For each denotes a flower in truth 
Snatched from my rosy morn of youtli ! 

And adds another shade to those, 

That marks life’s vista to its close, 

Dissevering from my palmy days 
A summer less of joy and praise ! 

But hark ! amidst the gloom profound. 

The clock strikes twelve with solemn sound ; 

It stops, — I listen, but ’tis done, 

year its annual course has run : 

The clock has struck its fatal knell, 

In vain I call it back — farewell. 

And now, witli joyous lieart ’tis meet 
We should her new-born sister greet, 

Hail ! stranger, hail ! what bliss, wliat charms 
Arc hid within thy circling arms ? 

What gifts beneath thy wing repose ? 

What joys will thy rich womb disclose ? 

No ! from my trembling soul conceal 
The thin<rs that time must soon reveal, 

Nor to my foolish anxious eyes. 

Lay bare thy secret mysteries. 

Now in thy new-born garb there seems, 
Attractions, joys, and brilliant dreams, 

But in thy slow yet certain course, 

Griefs may arise, perhaps remorse ! 
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LE DERNIER JOUR DE l’ANNE. 


Nos voeux d^5us et disperses. 
Mfus Tesperance fantastique, 
Repandant sa clart6 inagique 
Dans la unit dn sombre avenir, 
Nous guide d’annee, en annee, 
Jusqu’a Taurore fortundc 
Du jour qui ne doit pas finir. 


ISptgramtne. 


Que fais tu lii scul et reveur ! 

Je m’entretiens avec moi-meme : 
Ah ! prends garde au peril extreme 
De causer avec un flatteur. 





THE l.AST DAY OE TTTE YEAR. 


For every sun tliat rises 

Dispels some gladsome dream of night ; 

And every vsun that sets at eve, 

Shows ns that man is born to grieve ; 
But -hope, laiitastic hope, will still 
Snell deep attraetive power instil 
O’er all onr thoughts and joys and fears, 
As buoys us on through changing years, 
Till dawns that bright triumphant day. 
When things of earth liave passed awa\'. 
And wc shall leave a world like this, 

For one of never ending bliss ! 


an iSptgrant. 


What dost thou friend in that lone place, 
With such a dreamy pensive face ?” 

To myself I speak on various matters.” 

Oh ! guard against this peril great, 

For when you to yourself do prate, 

You’re talking with a friend that flatters !” 


— — 
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